Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 




LONDON : 
PRINTED BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, 
STAMFORD STREET AND CHARING CROSS. 



TO 

E. W. B. 



London, May i, 1875. 



i 



THREE FEATHERS. 



THREE FEATHERS. 



^ §ml. 



(( 



By WILLIAM BLACK, 

AUTHOR OF 
A PRINCESS OF THULE," **A DAUGHTER OF HETH," ETC. 




FIFTH EDITION. 



LONDON: 

SAMPSON LOW, MARSTON, SEARLE & RIVINGTON 
CROWN BUILDINGS, i88, FLEET STRl^ET. 

1877. 
{AU rights rescrved'S 



^51 G^. ']5l 




LONDON : 
PRINTED BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, 
STAMFORD STREET AND CHARING CROSS. 



^ 



TO 

E. W. B. 



London^ May i, 1875. 



Vlll 



CONTENTS. 



CHAPTER 

XX. 

XXI. 

XXII. 

XXIII. 

XXIV. 

XXV. 

XXVI. 

XXVII. 

XXVIII. 

XXIX. 

XXX. 

XXXI. 

XXXII. 

XXXIII. 

XXXIV. 

XXXV. 

XXXVI. 

XXXVII. 

XXXVIII. 

XXXIX. 

XL. 



The first Message Home 

TiNTAGEL*s Walls 

Confession 

On Wings of Hope 

Love-making at Land's End 

The Cut Direct 

Not the last Word 

A Perilous Truce ... 

Further Entanglements 

Farewell! 

Mabyn Dreams 

Fern in die Welt 

"Blue is the Sweetest" 

The Exile's Return 

Some Old Friends 

A Dark Conspiracy 

Under the White Stars 

Into Captivity 

An Angry Interview 

The Old Half- forgotten Joke 

New Ambitions 

An Old Lady's Apology ... 



PAGE 
176 

201 
210 
217 
231 

239 
247 

260 

265 

277 

290 

299 

320 

337 

349 
361 

371 

380 

388 
400 



^ 



THREE FEATHERS. 



-•o*- 



CHAPTER I. 

MASTER HARRY. 

** You are a wicked boy, Harry," said a delightful old lady of 
seventy, with pink cheeks, silvery hair, and bright eyes, to a 
tall and handsome lad of twenty, " and you will break your 
mother's heart. But it's the way of all you Trelyons. Good 
looks, bad temper, plenty of money, and the maddest fashion 
of spending it — there you are, the whole of you. AVhy won't 
you go into the house ? " 

" It's a nice house to go into, ain't it ? " said the boy, with 
a rude laugh. " Look at it ! " 

It was, indeed, a nice house — a quaint, old-fashioned, 
strongly-built place, that had withstood the western gales for 
some hundred and fifty years. And it was set amid beautiful 
trees, and it overlooked a picturesque little valley, and from 
this garden terrace in front of it you could catch a glimpse of 
a tiny harbour on the Cornish coast, with its line of blue water 
passing out through the black rocks to the sea beyond. 

" And why shouldn't the blinds be down ? " said the old 
lady. " If s the anniversary of your father's death." 

"It's always the anniversary of somebody's death," her 
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grandson said, impatiently flicking at a standard rose with his 
riding-switch ; " and it's nothing but snivel, snivel from morning 
till night, with the droning of the organ in the chapel, and the 
burning of incense all about the place, and everybody and 
everything dressed in black, and the whole house haunted by 
parsons. The parsons about the neighbourhood ain't enough, 
— they must come from all parts of the country, and you run 
against 'em in the hall, and you knock them over when you're 
riding out at the gate, and just when you expect to get a phea- 
sant or two at the place you know, out jumps a brace of parsons 
that have been picking brambles." 

" Harry, Harry, where do you expect to go to, if you hate 
the parsons so ? " the old lady said ; but there was scarcely that 
earnestness of reproof in her tone that ought to have been 
there. " And yet if s the way of all you Trelyons. Did I ever 
tell you how your grandfather hunted poor Mr. Pascoe that 
winter night? Dear, dear, what a jealous man your grand- 
father was at that time, to be sure ! And when I told him that 
John Pascoe had been carrying stories to my father, and how 
that he (your grandfather) was to be forbidden the house, dear 
me, what a passion he was in ! He wouldn't come near the 
house after that ; but one night, as Mr. Pascoe was walking 
home, your grandfather rode after him, and overtook him, and 
called out, * Look here, sir ! you have been telling lies about 
me. I respect your cloth, and I won't lay a hand on you ; 
but, by the Lord, I will hunt you till there isn't a rag on your 
back ! ' Aiid sure enough he did : and' when poor Mr. Pascoe 
understood what he meant he was nearly out of his wits, and 
off he went over the fields, and over the walls, and across the 
ditches, with your grandfather after him, driving his horse at 
him when he stopped, and only shouting with laughter in 
answer to his cries and prayers. Dear, dear, what a to-do 
there was all over the country-side after that ; and your grand- 
ther durstn't come near the house, — or he was too proud to 
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come; but we got married for all that — oh yes 1 we got married 
for all that." 

The old lady laughed in her quiet way. 

"You were too good for a parson, grandmother, 111 be 
bound," said Master Harry Trelyon. "You are one of the 
right sort, you are. If I could find any girl, now, like what 
you were then, see if I wouldn't try to get her for a wife." 

" Oh yes ! " said the old lady, vastly pleased, and smiling 
a little ; " there were two or three of your opinion at that time, 
Harry. Many a time I feared they would be the death of each 
other. And I never could have made up my mind, I do believe, 
if your grandfather hadn't come in among them to settle the 
question. It was all over with me then. It's the way of you 
Trelyons ; you never give a poor -girl a chance. It isn't ask 
and have, — it's come and take ; and so a girl becomes a Tre- 
lyon before she knows where she is. Dear, dear, what a fine 
man your grandfather was, to be sure ; and such a pleasant, 
frank, good-natured way as he had with him ! Nobody could 
say No twice to him. The girls were all wild about him ; and 
the story there was about our marriage ! Yes, indeed, I was 
mad about him too, only that he was just as mad about me ; 
and that night of the ball, when my father was angry because 
I would not dance, and when all the young men could not 
understand it, for how did they know that your grandfather was 
out in the garden, and asking nothing less than that I should 
run away with him there and then to Gretna ? Why, the men 
of that time had some spirit, lad, and the girls, too, I can tell 
you ; and I couldn't say No to him, and away we went just 
before daylight, and I in my ball-dress, sure enough, and we 
never stopped till we got to Exeter. And then the fight for 
fresh horses, and off again ; and your grandfather had such a 
way with him, Harry, that the silliest of girls would have 
plucked up her spirits ! And oh ! the money he scattered to 
get the best of the horses at the posting-houses ; for, of course^ 
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we knew that my father was close after us, and if he overtook 
us, then a convent in France for me, and good-bye to George 
Trelyon " 

" Well, grandmother, don't stop ! " cried the lad before her : 
he had heard the story a hundred times, but he could have 
heard it another hundred times, merely to see the light that 
lit up the beautiful old face. 

" We didn't stop, you booby ! " she said, mistaking his 
remark ; " stopping wasn't for George Trelyon. And oh ! 
that morning as we drove into Carlisle, and we looked back, 
and there, sure enough, was my father's carriage a long way off. 
Your grandfather swore, Harry — yes, he did ; and well it might 
make a man swear. For our horses were dead beat, and before 
we should have time to change, my father would be up to claim 
nie. But there ! it was the luckiest thing that ever happened 
to me, for who could have expected to find old Lady Mac- 
Gorman at the door of the hotel, just getting into her carnage ; 
and when she saw me she stared, and I was in such a fright I 
couldn't speak ; and she called out, * Good heavens, child, why 
did you run away in your ball-dress ? And who's the man ? ' 
* His name, madam,' said I, * is George Trelyon.' For by this 
time he was in the yard, raging about horses. * A nephew of 
the Admiral, isn't he ? ' she says, and I told her he was ; and 
then quick as lightning what does she do but whip round into 
the yard, get hold of your grandfather, my dear, and bundle 
both of us into her own carriage ! Harry^- my father's carriage 
was at the end of the street, as I am a living woman. And 
just as we drove off, we heard that dear, good, kind old crea- 
ture call out to the people around, ' Five guineas apiece to you 
if you keep back the old gentleman's carriage for an hour ! ' 
and such a laughing as your grandfather had as we drove down 
the streets, and over the bridge, and up the hill, and out the 
level lanes. Dear, dear, I can see the country now. I can 
remember every hedge, and the two rivers we crossed, and the 
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hills up in the north ; and all the time your grandfather kept 
iip the laugh, for he saw I was frightened. And there we were 
wedded, sure enough, and all in good time, for Lady Mac- 
Gorman's guineas had saved us, so that we were actually 
driving back again when we saw my father's carriage coming 
along the road — at no great speed to be sure, for one of the 
horses was lame, and the other had cast a shoe — all the result 
of that good old creature's money. And then I said to your 
grandfather, ' What shall we do, George ? ' ' We shall have to 
stand and deliver. Sue ! ' says he ; and with that he had the 
horses pulled up, and we got out. And when my father came 
up he got out, too, and George took me by the hand — there 
was no more laughing now, I can tell you, for it was but natural 
I should cry a bit — and he took off his hat, and led me foryyrard 
to my father. • I don't know what he said, I was in such a 
fright ; but I know that my father looked at him for a minute 
— ^and George was standing rather abashed, perhaps, but then 
so handsome he looked, and so good-natured . — ^and then my 
father burst into a roar of laughter, and came forward and 
shook him by the hand ; and all that he would say then, or at 
any other time to the day of his death, was only this — ^ By 
Jupiter, sir, that was a devilish good pair that took you straight 
on end to Exeter ! ' " 

" I scarcely remember my grandfather," the boy said \ " but 
he couldn't have been a handsomer man than my father, nor a 
better man either." 

" I don't say that," the old lady observed, candidly. " Your 
father was just such another. *Like father, like son,' they used 
to say when he was a boy. But then, you see, your father 
would go and choose a wife for himself in spite of everybody, 
just like all you Trelyons, and so " 

But she remembered, and checked herself. She began to 
tell the lad in how far he resembled his grandfather in aj>pear- 
ance, and he accepted these descriptions of his features and 
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figure in a heedless manner, as of one who had grown too 
familiar with the fact of his being handsome to care about it. 
Had not every one paid him compliments, more or less indirect, 
firom his cradle upwards ? He was, indeed, all that the old 
lady would have desired to see in a Trelyon — ^tall, square- 
shouldered, clean-limbed, with dark grey eyes set under black 
eyelashes, a somewhat aquiline nose, proud and well-cut lips, a 
handsome forehead, and a complexion which might have been 
pale, but for its having been bronzed by constant exposure to 
sun and weather. There was something very winning about his 
face, when he chose^to be winning; and when he laughed, the 
laughter, being quite honest and careless and musical, was 
delightful to hear. With all these personal advantages, joined 
to a. fairly quick intelligence and a ready sjnnpathy. Master 
Harty Trelyon ought to have been a universal favourite. So 
far from that being the case, a section of the persons whom he 
met, and whom he shocked by his rudeness, quickly dismissed 
him as an irreclaimable cub ; another section, with whom he 
was on better terms, considered him a bad-tempered lad, shook 
their heads in a humorous fashion over his mother's trials, and 
were inclined to keep out of his way ; while the best of his 
friends endeavoured to throw the blame of his faults on his 
bringing up, and maintained that he had many good qualities if 
only they had been properly developed. The only thing certain 
about these various criticisms was that they did not concern 
very much the subject of them. 

" And if I am like my grandfather," he said, good-naturedly, 
to the old lady, who was seated in a garden-chair, " why don't 
you get ma a wife such as he had ? " 

" You ? A wife ?" she repeated, indignantly ; remembering 
that, after all, to praise the good looks and excuse the hot- 
headedness of the Trelyons was not precisely the teaching this 
young man needed. "You take a wife? Why, what girl would 
have you ? You are a mere booby. You can scarcely write 
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your name. George Trelyon was a gentleman, sir. He could 
converse in six languages " 

" And swear considerably in one, I've heard," the lad said, 
with an impertinent laugh. 

"You take a wife? I' believe the stableboys are better 
educated than you are in manners, as well as in learning. All 
you are fit for is to become a horse-breaker to a cavalry regi- 
ment, or a gamekeeper ; and I do believe it is that old wretch, 
Pentecost Luke, who has ruined you. Oh ! I heard how Master 
Harry used to defy his governess, and would say nothing to her 
for days together, but — 

* A S.I was going to SL IvcSf 
I met fifty old wives. ' 

Then, old Luke had to be brought in, and Luke's cure for 
stubbornness was to give the brat a gun and teach him to shoot 
starlings. Oh ! I know the whole story, my son, though I 
wasn't in Cornwall at the time. And then Master Harry must 
be sent to school ; but two days afterwards Master Harry is 
discovered at the edge of a wood, coolly seated with a gun in 
his hand, waiting for his ferrets to drive out the rabbits. Then 
Master Harry is furnished with a private tutor ; but a parcel of 
gunpowder is found below the gentleman's chair, with the heads 
of several lucifer matches lying about. So Master Harry is 
allowed to have his own way ; and his master and preceptor is 
a l3^g old gamekeeper, and Master Harry can't read a page 
out of a book, but he can snare birds, and stuff fish, and catch 
butterflies, and go cliff-hunting on a horse that is bound to 
break his neck some day. Why, sir, what do you think a girl 
would have to say to you if you married her ? She would 
expect you to take her into society; she would expect you to be 
agreeable in your manners, and be able to talk to people. Do 
you think she would care about your cunning ways of catching 
birds, as if you were a cat or a sparrowhawk ? " 
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He only flicked at the rose, and laughed ; lecturing had but 
little effect on him. 

" Do you think a girl would come to a house like this — one 
half of it filled with dogs, and birds, and squirrels, and what not, 
th^ other furnished like a chapel in a cemetery ? A combina- 
tion of a church and a menagerie, that's what I call it." 

" Grandmother," he said, '^ these parsons have been stuffing 
your head full of nonsense about me." 

" Have they ? " said the old lady, sharply, and eyeing him 
keenly. "Are you sure it is all nonsense? You talk of marry- 
ing, — ^and you know that no girl of your own station in life 
would look at you. What about that public-house in the 
village, and the two girls there, and your constant visits ? " 

He turned round with a quick look of anger in his face. 

" Who told you such infamous stories ? I suppose one of 
the cringing, sneaking, white-livered Bah ! " 

He switched the head off the rose, and strode away, sayings 
as he went — 

" Grandmother, you mustn't stay here long. The air of the 
place affects even you. Another week of it, and you'll be as 
mean as the rest of them." 

But he was in a very bad temper, despite his careless gait. 
There was a scowl on the handsome and bo)dsh face that was 
not pleasant to see. He walked round to the stables, kicked 
about the yard while his horse was being saddled, and then rode 
out of the grounds, and along the highway, until he went clatter- 
ing down the steep and stony main street of Eglosilyan. 

The children knew well this black horse : they had a super- 
stitious fear of him, and they used to scurry into the cottages 
when his wild rider, who seldom tightened rein, rode down the 
precipitous thoroughfare. But just at this moment, when young 
Trelyon was paying little heed as to where he was going, a 
small, white-haired bundle of humanity came running out of a 
doorway, and stumbled, and fell right in the way of the horse. 
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The lad was a good rider, but all the pulling up in the world 
could not prevent the fore feet of the horse, as they were shot 
out into the stones, from rolling over that round bundle of 
clothes. Trelyon leapt to the ground, and caught up the child, 
who stared at him with big, blue, frightened eyes. 

" It's you, young Pentecost, is it ? And what the dickens- 
do you mean by trying to knock over my horse, eh ? " 

The small boy was terrified, but quite obviously not hurt 
a bit ; and his captor, leading the horse with one hand and 
affixing the bridle to the door, carried him into the cottage. 
"Well, Mother Luke," said young Trelyon, "I know youVe 
got too many children, but do you expect that I'm -going to 
put them out of the way for you ? " 

She uttered a little scream, and caught at the boy. 

" Oh ! there's no harm done ; but I suppose I must give 
him a couple of sovereigns because he nearly frightened me 
out of my wits. Poor little kid ! If s hard on him that you 
should have given him such a name. I suppose you thought 
it was Cornish because it begins with Penr 

" You knaw 'twere his vathefs name, Maaster Harry," said 
Mrs. Luke, smiling, as she saw that the child's chubby fingers 
were being closed over two bright gold pieces. 

Just at that moment. Master Harry, his eyes having got 
accustomed to the twilight of the kitchen, perceived that 
among the little crowd of children, at the fireside end, a 
young lady was sitting. She was an insignificant little person, 
with dark eyes ; she had a slate in her hand \ the children 
were round her in a circle. 

" Oh, I beg your pardon, Miss Wenna ! " the young man 
said, removing' his hat quickly, and blushing all over his hand- 
some face. " I did not- see you in the dark. Is your father 
at the inn ? — I was going to see him. I hope I haven't fright^ 
ened you ? " 

" Yes, my father haa_ come back firom Plymouth," said the 
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young lady, quietly, and without rising. "And I think you 
might be a little more careful in riding through the village, 
Mr. Trelyon." 

" Good morning,'' he said. " Take better care of Master 
Pentecost, Mother Luke." And with that he went out, and got 
into the saddle again, and set off to ride down to the inn, not 
quite so recklessly as heretofore. 
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CHAPTER IL 

JIM CROW. 

When Miss Wenna, or Morwenna, as her mother in a freak of 
romanticism had called her, had finished her teaching, and had 
inspected some fashioning of garments in which Mrs. Luke was 
engaged, she put on her light shawl and her hat, and went out 
into the fresh air. She was now standing in the main street of 
Eglosilyan ; and there were houses right down below her, and 
houses far above her, but a stranger would have been puzzled 
to say where this odd little village began and ended. For it 
was built in a straggling fashion on the sides of two little 
ravines ; and the small stone cottages were so curiously scat- 
tered among the trees, and the plots of gardens were so 
curiously banked up with walls that were smothered in wild 
flowers, that you could only decide which was the main 
thoroughfare by the presence there of two greystone chapels — , 
one the Wesleyans' Ebenezer, the other the Bible Christians'. 
The churches were far away on the uplands, where they were 
seen like towers along the bleak cliffs by the passing sailors. 
But perhaps Eglosilyan proper ought to be considered as lying 
down in the hollow, where the two ravines converged. For 
here was the chief inn ; and here was the overshot flour-mill j 
and here was the strange little harbour, tortuous, narrow, and 
deep, into whicli one or two heavy coasters came for slate 
bringing with them timber and coaL Eglosilvan is certainly j|, 
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picturesque place \ but one's difficulty is to get anything like a 
proper view of it. The black and mighty cliffs at the mouth of 
the harbour, where the Atlantic seethes and boils in the 
calmest weather, the beautiful blue-green water under the rocks 
and along the stone quays, the quaint bridge, and the mill, are 
pleasant to look at ; but where is Eglosilyan ? Then if you 
go up one of the ravines, and get among the old houses, with 
their tree-fuchsias, and hydrangeas, and marigolds, and lumps 
of white quartz in the quaint Httle gardens, you find yourself 
looking down the chimneys of one portion of Eglosilyan, and 
looking up to the doorsteps of another — everywhere a con- 
fusion of hewn rock, and natural terrace, and stone walls, and 
bushes, and hart's-tongue fern. Some thought that the Trelyon 
Arms should be considered the natural centre of Eglosilyan ; 
but you could not see half a dozen houses from any of its 
windows. Others would have given the post of honoiu: to the 
National School, which had been there since 1843 ; but it was 
up in a by-street, and could only be approached by a flight of 
steps cut in the slate wall that banked up the garden in front of 
it. Others, for reasons which need not be mentioned, held 
that the most important part of Eglosilyan was the Napoleon 
Hotel — a humble littie pot-house, frequented by the workers in 
the slate-quarries, who came there to discuss the affairs of the 
nation and hear the news. Anyhow, Eglosilyan was a green, 
.bright, rugged, and picturesque little place, oftentimes wet with 
the western rains, and at all times fresh and sweet with the 
moist breezes from the Atlantic. 

Miss Wenna went neither down the street nor up the street, 
but took a rough and narrow little path leading by some of the 
cottages to the cliffs overlooking the sea. There was a sound 
of music in the air; and by-and-by she came in sight of an 
elderly man, who, standing in an odd little donkey-cart, and 
holding the reins in one hand, held with the other a cornopean, 
which he played with great skill. No one in Eglosilyan could 
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tell precisely whether Michael Jago had been bugler to some 
1-egiment, or had acquired his knowledge of the cornopean in a 
travelling show ; but everybody liked to hear the cheerful 
sound, and came out to the cottage-door to welcome him, as 
he went from village to village with his cart, whether they 
wanted to buy suet or not And now, as Miss Wenna saw him 
approach, he was playing " The Girl I left behind Me , " and 
as there was no one about to listen to him, the pathos of 
certain parts, and the florid and skilful execution of others, 
showed that Mr. Jago had a true love for music, and did not 
merely use 4t to advertise his wares. 

" Good morning to you, Mr. Jago," said Miss Wenna, as he 
came up. 

"'Mamin, Miss Rosewame," he said, taking do\vn his 
cornopean. 

" This is a narrow road for your cart." 

"Tain't a very good way; but bless you, me and my 
donkey we're used to any zart of a road. I dii believe we 
could go down to the bache, down the face of Black Cliff." 

" Mr. Jago, I want to say something to you. If you are 
dealing with old Mother Keam to-day, you'll give her a good 
extra bit, won't you? And so with Mrs. Geswetherick, for 
she has had no letter from her son now for three months. 
And this will pay you, and you'll say nothing about it, you 
know." 

She put the coin in his hand — it was an arrangement of old 
standing between the two. 

" Well, yii be a good young lady ; yaas, yii be," he said, as 
he drove on ; and then she heard him announcing his arrival 
to the people of Eglosilyan by playing, in a very elaborate 
manner, " Love's Young Dream." 

The solitary young lady who was taking her morning walk 
now left this rugged road, and foimd herself on the bleak and 
high uplands of the coast. Over there was the sea — a fair 
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summer sea; and down into the south-west stretched a tall 
line of cliff, black, precipitous, and jagged, around the base of 
which even this blue sea was churned into seething masses of 
white. Close by was a church; and the very gravestones 
were propped up, so that they should withstand the force of 
the gales that sweep over those windy plains. 

She went across the uplands, and passed down to a narrow 
neck of. rock, which connected with the mainland a huge pro- 
jecting promontory, on the summit of which was a square and 
strongly built tower. On both sides of this ledge of rock the 
sea from below passed into narrow channels, and soared into 
gigantic caves ; but when once you had ascended agam to the 
summit of the tall projecting cliff, the distance softened the 
sound into a low continuous murmur, and the motion of the 
waves beneath you was only visible in the presence of that 
white foam where the black cliffs met the blue sea. 

She went out pretty nearly to the verge of the cliff, where 
the close, short, wind-swept sea-grass gave way to immense and 
ragged masses of rock, descending sheer into the waves below ; 
and here she sat down, and took out a book, and began to 
read. But her thoughts were busier than her eyes. Her 
attention would stray away from the page before her to the 
empty blue sea, where scarcely a sail was to be seen, and to 
the far headlands lying under the white of the summer sky. 
One of these headlands was Tintagel ; and close by were the 
ruins of the great castle, where Uther Pendragon kept his state, 
where the mystic Arthur was bom, where the brave Sir Tris- 
tram went to see his true love. La Belle Isoulde. All that 
world had vanished, and gone into silence ; could anything be 
more mute and still than these bare uplands out at the end of 
the world, these voiceless cliffs, and the empty circle of the 
s6a ? The sun was hot on the rocks beneath her, where the 
pink quartz lay encrusted ^mong the slate ; • but there was 
scarcely the hum of an insect to break the stillness, and the only 
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sign of life about was the circling of one or two sea-birds, so far 
below her that their cries could not be heard, 

" Yes, it was a long time ago," the girl was thinking, as the 
book lay unheeded on her knee. " A sort of mist covers it 
now, and the* knights seem great and tall men as you think of 
them riding through the fog, almost in silence. But then there 
were the brighter days, when Uie tournaments were held, -and 
the sun shone out, and the noble ladies wore rich colours, and 
every one came to see how beautiful they were. And how fine 
it must have been to have sat there, and have all the knights 
ready to fight for you, and glad when you gave them a bit of 
ribbon or a smile ! And in these days, too, it must be a fine 
thing to be a noble lady, and beautiful, and tall, like a princess ; 
and to go among the poor people, putting everything to rights, 
because you have lots ot money, and because the roughest of 
the men look up to you, and think you a queen, and will do 
anything you ask. What a happy life a grand and beautiful 
lady mast have, when she is tall, and fair-haired, and sweet in 
her manner ; and every one around her is pleased to serve her, 
and she can do a kindness by merely saying a word to the poor 
people 1 But if you are only Jim Crow? There's Mabyn, 
now, she is everybody's favourite because she is so pretty ; and 
whatever she does, that is always beautiful and graceful, because 
she is so. Father never calls ?ier Jim Crow. And I ought to 
be jealous of her, for every one praises her, and mere strangers 
ask for her photograph; and Mr. Roscorla always writes to her, 
and Mr. Trelybn stuffed those squirrels for her, though he never 
offered to stuff squirrels for me. But I cannot be jeafous ot 
Mab)^ — I cannot even try. She looks at you with her blue, 
soft eyes, and you fall in love with her; and that is the advantage 
of being handsome, and beautiful, for you can please every one, 
and make every one like you, and confer favours on people all 
day long. But if you are small, and plain, and dark — if your 
father calls you Jim Crow — ^what can you do ? " 
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These despondent fancies did not seem to depress her much. 

« 

The gloom of them was certainly not visible on her face, nor 
yet in the dark* eyes, which had a strange and winning earnest- 
ness in them. She pulled a bit of tormentil from among the 
close warm grass on the rocks, and she hummed a line or two 
of "Wapping Old Stairs." Then she turned to her book; 
but by-and-by her eyes wanderied away again, and she fell to 
thinking. 

"If you were a man, now," she was silently saying to 
lierself, " that would be quite different. It would not matter 
how ugly you were — for you could try to be brave or clever, or 
a splendid rider, or something of that kind— and nobody would 
mind how ugly you were. But if s very hard to be a woman, 
and to be plain ; you feel as if you were good for nothing, and 
had ho business to live. They say that you should cultivate the 
graces of the mind ; but it's only old people who say that ; and 
perhaps you may not have any mind to cultivate. How much 
better it would be to be pretty while you are young, and leave 
the cultivation of the mind for after years ! and that is why I 
have to prevent mother from scolding Mabyn for never reading 
a book. If I were like Mabyn, I should be so occupied in 
giving people the pleasure of looking at me and talking to me 
that I should have no time for books. Mabyn is like a princess. 
And if she were a grand lady, instead of being only an inn- 
keeper's daughter, what a lot of things she could do about 
Eglosilyan ! She could go and persuade Mr. Roscorla, by the 
mere sweetaess of her manner, to be. less suspicious of people, 
and less bitter in talking ; she could go up to Mrs. Trelyon and 
bring her out more among her neighbours, and make the house 
pleasanter for her son ; she could go to my father and beg him 
to be a little more considerate to mother when she is angry; 
she might get some influence over Mr. Trelyon himself, and 
make him less of a petulant boy. Perhaps Mabyn may do 
some of these things, when she gets a little older. It ought to 
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please her to try, at all events ; and who can withstand her 
when she likes to be affectionate and winning? Not Jim Crow, 
anyway." 

She heaved a sigh, not a very dismal one, and got up 
and prepared to go home. She was humming carelessly 
to herself — 

Your Polly has never been false, she declares. 
Since last time we parted at Wapping Old Stairs ; 

— she had got that length when she was startled into silence 
by the sound of a horse's feet, and, turning quickly round, found 
Mr. Trelyon galloping up the steep slope that reaches across 
to the mainland. It was no pleasant place to ride across, for a 
stumble of the animal's foot would have sent horse and rider 
down into the gulfs below, where the blue-green sea was surging 
in among the black rocks. 

"Oh 1 how could you be so foolish as to do that?" she cried. 
"I beg of you to come down, Mr. Trelyon. I Cannot " 

" Why, Dick is as sure-footed as I am," said the lad, his 
handsome face flushing with the ride up from Eglosilyan. " I 
thought I should find, you here. There's no end of a row 
going on at the inn, Miss Wenna, and that's a fact I fancied 
I'd better come and tell you ; for there's no one can put things 
straight like you, you know." 

A quarrel between her father and her mother — ^it was of no 
rare occurrence, and she was not much surprised. 

" Thank you, Mr. Trelyon," she said. " It is very kind of 
you to have taken the trouble. I will go down at once." 

But she was looking rather anxiously at him, as he turned 
round his horse. 

" Mr. Trelyon," she said, quickly, " would you oblige me 
by getting down and leading your horse across until you reach 
the path?" 

He was out of the saddle in a moment. 

c 
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" I will walk down with you to Eglosilyan, if you like," he 
said, carelessly. " You often come up here, don't you ? " 

" Nearly every day. I always take a walk in the forenoon." 

" Does Mabyn ever go with you ?" His companion noticed 
diat he alwavs addressed her as Miss Wenna, whereas her sister 
was simply Mabyn. 

" Not often." 

" I wonder she doesn't ride — I am sure she would look well 
on horseback — don't you think so ? " 

" Mabyn would look well anywhere,*' said the eldest sister, 
with a smile. 

" If she would like to try a lady's saddle on your father's 
cob, I would send you one down from the Hall," the lad said 
" My mother never rides now. But perhaps I'd better speak 
to your father about it. Oh ! by the way, he told me a capital 
story this morning that he heard, in coming from Pl5in6uth to 
Launceston in the train. Two farmers belonging to Launceston 
had got into a carriage the day before, and found in it a parson, 
against whom they had a grudge. He didn't know either of 
them by sight ; and so they pretended to be strangers, and sat 
down opposite each other. One of them put up the window ; 
the other put it down with a bang. The first drew it up again, 
and said, ' I desire you to leave the window alone, sir !' The 
other said, *I mean to have that window down, and if you touch 
it again I will throw you out of it' Meanwhile, the parson at 
the other end of the carriage, who was a little fellow and rather 
timid, had got into an agony of fright ; and at last, when the 
two men seemed about to seize each other by the throat, he 
called out, 'For Heaven's sake, gentlemen, do not quarrel. 
Sir, I beg of you, I implore you, as a clergyman I entreat you, 
to put up that knife ! * And then, bf course, they both turned 
upon him like tigers, and slanged him, and declared they woula 
break his back over the same window. Fancy the fright he 
was in ! " 
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The boy laughed merrily. 

" Do you think that was a good joke ? " the girl beside him 
asked, quietly. 

He seemed a little embarrassed. 

" Do you think it was a very manly and courageous thing 
for two big farmers to frighten a small and timid clergyman ? 
I think it was rather mean and cowardly. I see no joke in it 
at all." 

His face grew more and more red. 

" I don't suppose they meant any harm," he said, curtly ; 
*^ but you know we can't all be squaring every word and look 
by the Prayer-book. And I suppose the parson himself 
if he had known, would not have been so fearfully serious 
but that he could have taken a joke like any one else. By the 
way, this is the nearest road to Trevenna, isn't it? I have got 
to ride over there before the afternoon, Miss Rosewame; so 
I shall bid you good day." 

He got on horseback again, and took off his cap to her, 
and rodq away. 

" Good day, Mr. Trelyon," she said, meekly. 

And so she walked do\vn to the inn by herself, and was 
inclined to reproach herself for being so very serious, and for 
being imable to understand a joke like any one else. Yet 
she was not unhappy about it. It was a pity if Mr. Trelyon 
were annoyed with her ; but, then, she had long ago taught 
herself to believe that she could not easily please people, 
as Mabyn could; and she cheerfully accepted the fact 
Sometimes, it is true, she indulged in idle dreams of what she 
might do if she were beautiful, and rich, and noble ; but she 
soon laughed herself out of these foolish fancies, and they left 
no sting of regret behind them. At this moment, as she 
walked down to Eglosilyan, with the tune of " Wapping Old 
Stairs " rocking itself to sleep in her head, and with her face 
brightened by her brisk walk, there was neither disappoint- 
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ment, nor envy, nor ambition in her mind. Not for hei', 
indeed, were any of those furious passions that shake and 
set afire the lives of men and women : her lot was the calm 
and placid lot of the unregarded, and with it she was well 
content 



^ 
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■ CHAPTER HI. 

RES ANGUSTiE DOMI. 

When George Rosewame, the father of this Miss Wenna, 
lived in eastern Devonshire, many folks thought him a fortu- 
nate man. He was the land-steward of a large estate, the 
owner of which lived in Paris, so that Rosewame was prac- 
tically his own master; he had a young and pretty wife, 
desperately fond of him ; he had a couple of children and a 
comfortable home. As for himself, he was a tall, reddish- 
bearded, manly looking fellow : the country folks called him 
Handsome George as they saw him riding his rounds of a 
morning ; and they thought it a pity Mrs. Rosewame was so 
often poorly, for she and her husband looked well together 
when they walked to chufcL 

Handsome George did not seem much troubled by his 
wife's various ailments ; he would only give the curtest answer 
when asked about her health. Yet he was not in any distinct 
way a bad husband. He was a man vaguely unwilling to act 
wrongly, but weak in staving off temptation ; there was a sort 
of indolent selfishness about him of which he was scarcely 
aware; and to indulge this selfishness he was capable of a 
good deal of petty deceit and even treachery of a sort. It was 
not these failings, howeverj that made the relations of husband 
and wife not very satisfactory. Mrs. Rosewame was pas- 
sionately fond of her husband, and proportionately jealous of 
him. She was a woman of impulsive imagination and of 
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sympathetic nature, clever, bright and fanciful, well-read and 
well-taught, and altogether made of finer stuff than Handsome 
George. But this passion of jealousy altogether overmastered 
her reason. When she did try to convince herself that she was 
in the wrong, the result was merely that she resolved to keep 
silence ; but this forcible repression of her suspicions was worse 
in its effects than the open avowal of them. When the explo- 
sion came, George Rosewame was mostly anxious to avoid it 
He did not seek to set matters straight. He would get into a 
peevish temper for a few minutes, and tell her she was a fool ; 
then he would go out for the rest of the day, and come home 
sulky in the evening. By this time she was generally in a 
penitent mood ; and there is nothing an indolent, sulky person 
likes so much as to be coaxed and caressed, with tears of 
repentance and affectionate promises, into a good temper 
again. There were too many of such scenes in George Rose^ 
wame's home. 

Mrs. Rosewame may have been wrong, but people began 
to talk. For there had come to live at the Hall a certain Mrs. 
Shirley, who had lately returned from India, and was the sister- 
in-law, or some such relation, of George Rosewame's master. 
She was a good-looking woman of forty, fresh-coloured and 
free-spoken, a little too fond of brandy-and-water, folks said, 
and a good deal too fond of the handsome steward, who now 
spent most of his time up at the big house. They said she was 
a grass-widow. They said there were reasons why her relations 
wished her to be buried down there in the country, where she 
received no company, and made no efforts to get acquainted 
with the people who had called on her and left their cards. 
And amid all this gossip the name of George Rosewame 
too frequently turned up; and there were nods and winks 
when Mrs. Shirley and the steward were seen to be riding 
about the country from day to day, presumably not always 
conversing about the property. 
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The blow fell at last, and that in a fashion that need not be 
aescribed here. There was a wild scene between two angry- 
women. A few days after, a sallow-complexioned, white-haired 
old gentleman arrived from Paris, and was confronted by a red- 
faced fury, who gloried in her infatuation and disgrace, and 
dared him to interfere. Then there was a sort of conference of 
relatives held in the house which she stUl inhabited. The 
result of all this, so far as the Rosewames were concerned, was 
simply that the relatives of the woman, to hush the matter up 
and prevent further scandal, offered to purchase for George 
Rosewame the "Trelyon Arms" at Eglosilyan, on condition 
that he should immediately, with his family, betake himself to 
that remote comer of the world, and imdertake to hold no 
fruther communication of any sort with the woman who still 
(with some flash of rhetoric, which probably meant nothing) 
swore that she would follow him to the end of the earth. 
George Rosewame was pleased with the offer, and accepted it 
He might have found some difl&culty in discovering another 
stewardship, after the events that had just occurred On the 
other hand, the " Trelyon Arms " at Eglosilyan was not a mere 
public-house. It was an old-fashioned, quaint, and comfortable 
inn, practically shut up during the winter, and in the simuner 
made the head-qoarters of a few families who had discovered it, 
and who went there as r^ularly as the warm weather came 
round. A few antiquarian folks, too, and a stray geologist or 
so, generally made up the family party that sat down to dinner 
every evening in the big dining-room ; and who that ever made 
one of the odd circle meeting in this strange and out-of-the- 
way place, ever ^iled to return to it when the winter had finally 
cleared away and tbe Adantc got blue again ? 

George Rosewame went down to see alx>~t it. He found 
in the inn an efikieot haosekeeper, who was thcroiighlT hqs. 
tress of her duties and <^ tbe sensnts, so that he should have 
no great trouble about it, ei-ea tho-^ his wife were too 21 to 
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help. As for his daughters, he resolved that they should have 
nothing whatsoever to dp with the inn : but, on the contrary, 
be trained in all the ordinary accomplishments of yoimg ladies ; 
for he was rather a proud man. And so the Rosewames were 
drafted down to the Cornish coast ; and as Mrs. Rosewame 
was of Cornish birth, and as she had given both her daughters 
Cornish names, they gradually ceased to be regarded as 
strangers. They made many acquaintances and friends. Mrs. 
Rosewame was a bright, rapid, playful talker; a woman of 
considerable reading and intelligence, and a sympathetic 
listener. Her husband knew all about horses, and dogs, and 
farming, and what not; so that young Harry Trelyon, for 
example, was in the habit of consulting him almost daily. 

They had a little parlour abutting on what once had been a 
bar, and here one or two friends sometimes dropped in to Jiav6 
a chat There was a bar no' longer. The business of the inn 
was conducted overhead, and was exclusively of the nature 
described above. The pot-house of Eglosilyan was the Napo- 
leon Hotel, a dilapidated place, halfway up one of the steep 
streets. 

But in leaving Devonshire for Cornwall, the Rosewames 
had carried with them a fatal inheritance. They could not 
leave behind them the memory of the circumstances that had 
caused their flight ; and ever and anon, as something occurred 
to provoke her suspicions, Mrs. Rosewame would break out 
again into a passion of jealousy, and demand explanations and 
reassurances, which her husband half-indolently and half-sulkily 
refused. There was but one hand then— one voice that could 

• 

still the raging waters. Wenna Rosewarne knew nothing of that 
Devonshire story, any more than her sister or the neighbours 
did ; but she saw that her mother had defects of temper, that 
she was irritable, unreasonable, and suspicious, and she saw 
that her father was inconsiderately indifferent and harsh. It 
was a hard task to reconcile these two ; but the girl had all the 
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patience of a bom peacemaker: and patience is the more 
necessary to the settlement of such a dispute, in that it is gene- 
rally impossible for any human being, outside the two who are 
quarrelling, to discover any ground for the quarrel 

" Why, what's the matter, mother ? " she said on this occa- 
sion, taking off her hat and shawl as if she had heard nothing 
about it " I do think you have been crying." 

The pretty, pale woman, with the large black eyes and 
smoothly brushed dark hair, threw a volume on to the table, 
and said, with a sort of half-hysterical laugh, " How stupid it 
is, Wenna, to cry over the misfortunes of people in books, 
isn't it?" 

That pretence would not have deceived Miss Wenna in any 
case, but now she was to receive other testimony to the truth 
of Mr. Trelyon's report. There was seated at the window 
of the room a tall and strikingly handsome young girl of 
sixteen, whose almost perfect profile was clearly seen against 
the light Just at this moment she rose and stepped across the 
room to the door, and as she went by she said, with just a trace 
of contemptuous indifference on the proud and beautiful face, 
" It is only another quarrel, Wenna." 

" Mother," said the girl, when her sister had gone, " tell me 
what it is about. What have you said to father? Where is he?" 

There was an air of quiet decision about her that did not 
detract from the sympathy visible in her face. Mrs. Rosewame 
began to cry again. Then she took her daughter's hand, and 
made her sit down by her, and told her all her troubles. What 
was the girl to make of it ? It was the old story of suspicion, 
and challenging, and sulky denial, and then hot words and 
anger. She could make out, at least, that her mother had first 
Deen made anxious about something he had inadvertently said 
about his visit to Plymouth on the previous two days. In reply 
to her questions he had grown peevishly vague, and had then 
spoken in bravado of the pleasant evening he had spent at the 
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theatre. Wenna reasoned with her mother, and pleaded with 
her, and at last exercised a little authority over her ; at the end 
of which she agreed that, if her husband would teU her with 
whom he had been to the theatre, she would be satisfied, 
would speak no more on the subject, and would even formally 
beg his forgiveness. 

"Because, mother, I have something to tell you," the 
daughter said, " when you are all quite reconciled" 

" Was it in the letter you read just now ? " 

" Yes, mother." 

The girl still held the letter in her hand. It was lying 
on the table when she came in, but she had not opened it 
and glanced over the contents until she saw that her mother 
was yielding to her prayers. 

" It is from Mr. Roscorla, Wenna," the mother said ; and 
now she saw, as she might have seen before, that her daughter 
was a little paler than usual, and somewhat agitated. 

"Yes, mother." 

" What is it, then ? You look frightened." 

" I must settle this matter first," said the girl, calmly ; and 
then she folded up the letter, and, still holding it in her hand, 
went off to find her father. 

George Rosewame, seeking calm after the storm, was 
seated on a large and curiously carved bench of Spanish oak 
placed by the door of the inn. He was smoking his pipe, and 
lazily looking at some pigeons that were flying about the mill 
and occasionally alighting on the roof. In the calm of the 
midsummer's day there was no sound but the incessant throb- 
bing of the big wheel over there and the plash of the water. 

" Now, don't bother me, Wenna," he said, the moment he 
saw her approach. "I know you've come to make a fuss. 
You mind your own business." 

" Mother is very sorry " the girl was beginning in a 

meek way, when he interrupted her rudely. 
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" I tell you to mind your own business. I must have an 
end of this. I have stood it long enough. Do you hear ? " 

But she did not go away. She stood there, with her quiet, 
patient face, not heeding his angry looks. 

" Father, don't be hard on her. She is very sorry. She is 
willing to beg your pardon if you will only tell her who went 
to the theatre with you at Plymouth, and relieve her from this 
anxiety. This is all. Father, who went to the theatre with 
you ? " 

" Oh, go away 1 " he said, relapsing into a sulky condition. 
" You're growing up to be just such another as your mother." 

" I cannot wish for anything better," the girl said, mildly. 
" She is a good woman, and she loves you dearly." 

" Why," he said, turning suddenly upon her, and speaking 
in an injured way, "no one went with me to the theatre at 
Plymouth ! Did I say that anybody did? Surely a man must 
do something to spend the evening if he is by himself in a 
strange town." 

Wenna put her hand on her father's shoulder, and said, 
" Da, why didn't you take me to Plymouth?" 

"Well, I will next time. You're a good lass," he said, still 
in the same sulky way. 

•• Now come in and make it up with mother. She is anxious 
to make it up." 

He looked at his pipe. 

" In a few minutes, Wenna. When I finish my pipe." 

" She is waiting now," said the girl, quietly ; and with that 
her father burst into a loud laugh, and got up and shrugged 
his shoulders ; and then, taking his daughter by the ear, and 
saying that she was a sly little cat, he walked into the house 
and into the room where his wife awaited him. 

Meanwhile, Wenna Rosewame had stolen off to her* own 
little room, and there she sat down at the window, and with 
trembling fingers took out a letter and began to read it It 
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was certainly a document of some length, consisting, indeed, 
of four large pages of blue paper, covered with a small, neat, 
and precise handwriting. She had not got on very far with it, 
when the door of the room was opened, and Mrs. Rosewame 
appeared, the pale face and large dark eyes being now filled 
with a radiant pleasure. Her husband had said something 
friendly to her; and the quick, imaginative nature had leapt 
to the conclusion that all was right again, and that there were 
to be no more needless quarrels. 

"And now, Wenna," she said, sitting down by the giri, 
" what is it all about ? and why did you look so frightened a 
few minutes ago ? " 

" Oh, mother ! " the girl said, " this is a letter from Mr. 
Roscorla, and he wants me to marry him." 

" Mr. Roscorla ! " cried the mother, in blank astonishment 
"Who ever dreamed of such a thing? and what -do you say, 
Wenn^? What do you think? AVhat answer will you send 
him ? Dear me, to think of Mr. Roscorla taking a wife, and 
wanting to have our Wenna, too ! " 

She began to tell her, mother something of the letter, read- 
ing it carefully to herself, and then repeating aloud some brief 
suggestion of what she had read, to let her mother know what 
were the arguments that Mr. Roscorla employed. And it was, 
on the whole, an argumentative letter, and much more calm, 
and lucid, and reasonable than most letters are which contaiQ 
offers of marriage. Mr. Roscorla wrote thus : — 

** Basset Cottage, EglosUyan, July l8, i8 — 

"My dear Miss Wenna, 

" I fear that this letter may surprise you, but I hope 
you will read it through without alarm or indignation, and deal 
fairly and kindly with what it has to say. Perhaps you will 
think, when you have read it, that I ought to have come to 
you and said the things that it says. But I wish to put these 
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things before you in as simple a manner as I can, which is best 
done by^ writing ; and a letter will have this advantage, that 
you can recur to it at any moment, if there is some point on 
which you are in doubt 

" The object, then, of this letter is to ask you to become 
my wife, and to put before you a few considerations which I 
hope will have some little influence in determining your answer. 
You will be surprised, no doubt ; for though you must be well 
aware that I could perceive the graces of your character — the 
gentleness and charity of heart, and modesty of demeanour, 
that have endeared you to the whole of the people among 
whom you live: — yon may fairly say that I never betrayed my 
admiration of you in word or deed ; and that is true. I cannot 
precisely tell you why I should be more distant in manner 
towards her whom I preferred to all the world than to her 
immediate friends and associates for whom I cared much less ; 
but such is the fact I could talk, and joke, and spend a 
pleasant afternoon in the society of your sister Mabyn, for 
example; I could ask her to accept a present from me; I 
could write letters to her when I was in London ; but with 
you all that was different Perhaps it is because you are so 
fine and shy, because there is so much sensitiveness in your 
look, that I have almost been afraid to go near you, lest you 
should shrink from some rude intimation of that which I now 
endeavour to break to you gently — my wish and earnest 
hope that you may become my wife. I trust I have so far 
explained what perhaps you may have considered coldness on 
my part. 

" I am a good deal older than you are ; and I cannot pre- 
tend to offer you that fervid passion which, to the imagination 
of the young, seems the only thing worth living for, aijd one of 
the necessary conditions of marriage. On the other hand, I 
cannot expect the manifestation of any such passion on your 
side, even if I had any wish for it But on this point I should 
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like to make a few observations which I hope will convince you 
that my proposal is not so mireasonable as it may have seemied 
at first sight When I look over the list of aU my friends who 
have married, whom do I find to be living the happiest life? 
Not they who as boy and girl were carried away by a romantic 
idealism which seldom lasts beyond a few weeks after marriage^ 
but those who had wisely chosen partners fitted to become 
their constant and affectionate fiiends. It is this possibility of 
fiiendship, indeed, which is the very basis of a happy mairiage. 
The romance and passion of love soon depart ; then the man 
and woman find themselves living in the same house, depea- 
dent on each other's character, intelligence, and disposition, 
and bound by inexorable ties. I^ in these circumstances, thejr 
can be good fiiends, it is well with them. If they admire each 
other's thoughts and feelings, if they are generously considerate 
towards each other's weaknesses, if they have pleasure in each 
other's society — if, in short, they find themselves bound to eadi 
other by the ties of a true and disinterested fiiendship, the 
world has been good to them. I say nothing against that 
period of passion which, in some rare and fortunate instances, 
precedes this infinitely longer period of fiiendship. You would 
accuse me of the envy of an elderly man if I denied that it 
has its romantic aspects. But how very temporary these are ! 
How dangerous they are too ! The passion of a young man, 
as I have seen it displayed in a thousand instances, is not a 
thing to be desired. It is cruel in its jealousy, exacting in its 
demands, heedless in its impetuosity ; and when it has burned 
itself out — ^when nothing remains but ashes and an empty 
fireplace — ^^-ho is to say that the capacity for a firm and lasting 
fiiendship will survive? But perhaps you fimcy that this 
passionate love may last for ever. Will you forgive me, dear 
Miss Wenna, if I say that that is the dream of a girl ? In such 
rare cases as I have seen, this perpetual ardour of love was 
anything but a happiness to those concerned. The freaks of 
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jealousy on the part of a • boy and girl who think of getting 
married are but occasions for the making of quarrels and the 
delight of reconciliation; but a life-long jealousy involves a 
torture to both husband and wife to which death would be 
preferable." 

At this point Wenna's cheeks burned red ; she was silent 
for a time, and her mother wondered why she skipped so long 
a passage without saying a word. 

" I have used all the opportunities within my reach," the 
letter continued, "to form a judgment of your character; I 
know something of my own ; and I sincerely believe that we 
could live a happy and pleasant life together. It is a great 
sacrifice I ask of you, I own ; but you would not find me slow 
to repay you in gratitude. I am almost alone in the world ; 
the few relatives I have I never see ; I have scarcely a friend 
or acquaintance except those I meet under your father's hos- 
pitable roof. I cannot conceal from myself that I should be 
by far the greater gainer by such a marriage : I should secure 
for myself a pleasant, intelligent, and amiable companion, who 
would brighten my home, and in time, I doubt not, soften and 
sweeten those views of the world that are naturally formed by 
a middle-aged man living alone and in privacy. What can I 
offer you in return? Not much — except the opportunity of 
adding one more to the many good deeds that seem to be 
the chief occupation of your life. And I should be glad if you 
would let me help you in that way, and give you the aid of 
advice which might, perhaps, temper your generosity and apply 
it to its best uses. You are aware that I have no occupation — 
and scarcely a hobby; I should make it my occupation, m^ 
constant endeavoiu: and pleasure, to win and secure your affec- 
tion — to make the ordinary little cares and duties of life, in 
which you take so great an interest, smooth and pleasant to 
you. In short, I should try to make you happy ; not in any 
frantic and wild way, but by the exercise of a care, and affec- 
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tion, and guardianship by which I hope we should both profit 
May I point out, also, that, as a married woman, you would 
have much more influence among the poorer families in the 
village who take up so much of your attention; and you would 
be removed, too, if I may mention such a thing, from certain 
unhappy circumstances which I fear trouble you greatly at 
times. But perhaps I should not have referred to this; I 
would rather seek to press my claim on the ground of the 
happiness you would thereby confer on others, which I know 
to be your chief object in life. 

" I have not said half what I intended to say ; but I must 
not fatigue you. Perhaps you will give me an opportunity of 
telling you personally what I think of yourself, for I cannot 
bring myself to write it in bald words ; and if you should be in 
doubt, give me the benefit of the doubt, and let me explain. 
I do not ask you for a hurried answer.; but I should be glad i^ 
out of the kindness of all your ways, you would send me one 
line soon, merely to say that I have not offended you. 

" I am, my dear Miss Rosewame, 
" Yours most sincerely, 

" Richard Roscorla." 

" Oh ! what must I do, mother ? " the girl cried. " Is it 
all true that he says ? " 

" My dear child; there is a great deal of common sense in 
the letter," the mother replied, calmly; "but you needn't 
decide all at once. Take plenty of time. I suppose you don't 
dislike Mr. Roscorla ? " 

" Oh, not at all — not at • all ! But then, to many 
him ! " 

" If you don't wish to marry him, no harm is done," Mrs. 
Rosewame said. " I cannot advise you, Wenna. Your pwn 
feelings must settle the question. But you ought to be very 
proud of the offer, anyway ; and you must thank him properly; 
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for Mr. Roscorla is a gentleman, although he is not as rich as 
his relations ; and it is a great honour he has done you. Of 
course, Wenna, if you were in love with any one — if there was 
any young man about here whom you would like to many — 
there would be no need for you to be frightened about what 
Mr. Roscorla says of yoimg folks being in love. It is a trying 
time, to be sure. It has many troubles. Perhaps, after all, 
a quiet and peaceful life is better, especially for you, Wenna, 
for you were always quiet and peaceful, and if any trouble came 
over you it would break your heart. I think it would be better 
for you if you were never tried in that way, Wenna." 

The girl rose, with a sigh. 

"Not that it is my advice, Wenna," said the mother 
anxiously. " But you are of that nature, you see. If you were 
in love with a young man, you would be his slave. If he ceased 
to care for you, or were cruel to you, it would kill you, my dear. 
Well, you see, here is a man who would be able to take care 
of you, and of your sister Mabyn, too, if anything happened to 
your father or me ; and he would make much of you, I have no 
doubt, and be very kind to you. You are not like other girls, 
Wenna " 

" I know that, mother," said the girl, with a strange sort of 
smile that just trembled on the verge of tears. " They can't 
all be as plain as I am." 

" Oh, I don't mean that I You make a -great mistake if you 
think that men only care for doll-faces — as Mr. Roscorla says, 
that fancy does not last long after marriage, and then men 
begin to ask whether their wives are clever, and amusing, and 
well-informed, and so on. What I meant was, that most girls 
could run the gauntlet of that sort of love that Mr. Roscorla 
describes, and suffer little if they made a mistake. But there's 
no shell about you, Wenna. You are quite undefended, sensi- 
tive, and timid. People are deceived by your quick wit, and 
your cheerfulness, and your singing. I know better. I know 

D 
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that a careless word may cut you deeply. And dear, dear me^ 
what a terrible time that is when all your life seems to haag on 
the way a word is spoken ! " 

The girl crossed over to a small side-table^ on which there 
was a writing-desk. 

" But mind, Wenna," said her mother, with a retam of 
anxiety, "mind, I don't say that to influence your dedsioa 
Don't be influenced by me. Consult .your own feelings^ dear 
You know I fancy sometimes you undervalue yourself, and think 
that no one cares about you, and that you have Ho daim to be 
thought much of. Well, that is a great mistake, Wenna, You 
must not throw yourself away through that notion. I wish all 
the girls about were as clever and good-natured as you. But 
at the same time, you know, there are few girls I know, and 
certainly none about here, who would consider it throwing 
themselves away to marry Mr. Roscorla." 

^^ Marry Mr, Roscorla!'^ a third voice exclaimed; and at 
the same moment Mabyn Rosewame entered the room. 

She looked at her mother and sister with astonishment 
She saw that Wenna was writing, and that she was very pale. 
She saw a blue-coloured letter lying beside her. Then the 
proud young beauty imderstood the situation; and with her 
to perceive a thing was to act on its suggestion there and 
then. 

" Our Wenna ! Marry that old man ! Oh, mother ! how 
can you let her do such a thing ? " 

She walked right over to the small table, with a glow of 
indignation in her face, and with her lips set firm, and her e^ 
full of fire ; and then she caught up the letter, that had scarcely 
been begun, and tore it in a thousand pieces, and flung the 
pieces on the floor. 

" Oh, mother! how could you let her do it? Mr. Rostoila 
marry our Wenna ! " 

She took two or three steps up and down the room, in a 
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psetty passion of indignation, and yet trying to keep her proud 
eyes free from tears. 

** Mother, if you do I'll go into a convent ! I'll go to sea, 
and aever come back again ! I won't stop in the house — ^not 
one minute — if Wenna goes away ! " 

" My dear child," said the mother, patiently, " it is not my 
doing. You must not be so rash. Mr. Roscorla is not an old 
man — nothing of the sort; and, if he does offer to many 
Wenna, it is a great honour done to her, I think. She ought 
to be very grateful, as I hope yo^i will be, Mabyn, when any 
one offers to marry you " 

Miss Mabyn drew herself up ; and her pretty mouth lost 
nane c^ its scorn. 

** And as for Wenna," the mother said, " she must judge 
for herself " 

" Oh, but she's not fit to judge for herself ! " broke in the 
yonnger sister impetuously. " She will do anything that any- 
body wants. She would make herself the slave of anybody. 
She is always being imposed on. Just wait a moment, and / 
wiD answer Mr. Roscorla's letter ! " 

She walked over to the table again, twisted round the writing- 
desk, and quickly pulled in a chair. You would have thought 
that the pale, dark-eyed little girl on the other side of the table 
had no will of her own — ^that she was in the habit of obeying 
this beautiful young termagant of a sister of hers ; but Miss 
Mabyn's bursts of impetuosity were no match for the gende 
fimtmess and patience that were invariably opposed to them. 
In this instance Mr. Roscorla was not to be the recipient of a 
letter which doubtless would have astonished him. 

" Mabyn," said her sister Wenna, quietly, " don't be foolish. 
I must write to Mr. Roscorla — ^but only to tell him that I have 
received his letter. Give me the pen. And will you go and 
ask Mrs. Borlase if she can spare me Jennifer for a quarter of 
an hour, to go up to Basset Cottage ?'' 
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IMab}*!! rose, silent, disappointed, and obedient, but not 
subdued. She went off to execute the errand ; but as she went 
she said to herself, with her head very erect, " Before Mr. 
Roscorla marries our Wenna, I will have a word to say ta 
him." 

Meanwhile Wenna Rosewame, apparently quite calm, but 
with her hand trembling so that she could hardly hold the peo, 
^^TOte her first love-letter ; and it ran thus : — 

# 

" Trclyon Arms, Tuesday Afternoon, 

" Dear Mr. Roscorla, 

"I have received your letter, and you must not 
think me offended. I ^nll \x\' to send you an answer to- 
morrow ; or perhaps the day after, or perhaps on Friday ; I 
^^'ill try to send you an answer to your letter. 

" I am yours sincerely, 

"Wexna Rosewarne." 

She took it timidly to her mother, who smiled, and said it 
was a little incoherent. 

" But I cannot write it again, mother," the girl said "Will 
you give it to Jennifer when she comes ? " 

Little did Miss Wenna notice of the beautiful golden after- 
noon that was shining over Eglosil}*an as she left the inn and 
stole away out to the rocks at the mouth of the little harbour. 
She spoke to her many acquaintances as she passed, and could 
not have told a minute thereafter that she had seen them. She 
said a word or two to the coastguardsman out at the point — 
an old friend of hers — ^and then she went round to the seaward 
side of the rocks, and sat down to think the whole matter over. 
The sea was as still as a sea in a dream. There was but one 
ship \'isible, away down in the south, a brown speck in a flood 
of golden haze. 

When the first startled feeling was over — ^when she had 
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recovered from the absolute fright that so sudden a proposal 
had caused her — something of pride and pleasure crept into 
her heart to know that she was not quite the insignificant 
person she had fancied herself to be. Was it true, then, what 
he had said about her being of some use to the people around 
her? Did they really care for her? Had she really won the 
respect and approval of a man who had hitherto seemed to 
[ler suspicious and censorious ? 

There flashed upon her some faint picture of herself as a 
matron, and she found herself blushing to think of herself 
^oing round the cottages as Mrs. Roscorla, and acting the part 
of a little married woman. If marriage meant no more than 
that, she was not afraid of it ; on the contrary, the prospect 
rather pleased her. These were duties she could understand. 
Marriage, in those idle day-dreams of hers, had seemed to her 
some vague, and distant, and awfiil thing; all the romance, and 
worship, and noble self-surrender of it being far away from a 
poor little plain person, not capable of inspiring idealism in 
anybody. But this, on the other hand, seemed easily within 
her reach. She became rather amused with the picture of 
herself which she drew as Mrs. Roscorla. Her quick fancy 
put in humorous touches here and there, imtil she found herself 
pretty nearly laughing at herself as a tiny married woman. 
For what did the frank-spoken heroine of that sailor-ballad say 
to her lover? If he would be faithful and kind — 

Nor your Molly forsake. 
Still your trousers r II wash, and your grog, too, V II make. 

As for his grog, would she mix the proper quantities, as they 
sat together of an evening, by themselves, in that little parlour 
up at Basset Cottage ? And would she have to take his arm 
as they walked of a Sunday morning to church, up the main 
street of Eglosilyan, where all her old friends, the children, 
would be looking at her? And would she some day, with all 
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the airs and counsels of a married woman, have to take Mabyn 
to her anns, and bid the younget sister have confidence, and 
listen to all the story of Mabyn's wonder and delight over the 
new and strange love that had come into her heart ? And 
would she ask MabjTi to describe her lover; and would she 
act the ordinary part of an experienced adviser, and bid her be 
cautious, and ask her to wait until the young man had made a 
position in the world, and had proved himself prudent and 
sensible, and of steady mind ? Or would she not rather fling 
her arms round her sister's neck, and bid her go down on her 
knees and thank God for having made her so beautiful, and bid 
her cherish as the one good thing in all the world the strong 
and yearning love and admiration and worship of a young and 
wondering soul ? 

Wenna Rosewame had been amusing herself with these 
pictures of herself as a married woman ; but she was cr3dng all 
the same ; and becoming a little impatient with herself, and 
perhaps a trifle hysterical, she rose from the rocks and thought 
she would go home again. She had scarcely turned, howe\'er, 
when she met Mr. Roscorla himself, who had seen her at a 
distance, and followed her. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE LAST LOOK BACK, 

Mr. Roscorla may be recommended to ladies generally, and 
to married men who are haunted by certain vague and vain 
regrets, as an excellent example of the evils and vanity of club 
life. He was now a man approaching fifty, careful in dress and 
manner, methodical in habit, and grave of aspect, living out a 
not over-enjoyable life in a solitary little cottage, and content 
to go for his society to the good folks of the village inn. But 
five and twenty years before, he had been a gay young fellow 
about town, a pretty general favourite, clever in his way, free 
with his money, and possessed of excellent spirits. He was 
not very wealthy, to be sure; his father had left him certain 
shares in some plantations in Jamaica, but the returns periodic- 
ally forwarded to him by his agents were ^sufficient for his 
immediate wants. He had few cares, and he seemed on the 
whole to have a pleasant time of it. On disengaged evenings 
he lounged about his club, and dined with one or other of the 
men he knew, and then he played billiards till bedtime. Or 
he would have nice little dinner-parties at his rooms ; an^d after 
the men had changed their coats, would have a few games at 
whist, perhaps finishing up with a little spurt of unlimited loo. 
In the season he went to balls, and dinners, and parties of all 
sorts, singling out a few families with pretty daughters for his 
special attentions, but carefiil never to commit himself. When 
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every one went from town he went too, and in the autumn and 
winter months he had a fair amount of shooting and hunting, 
guns and horses alike, and willingly, furnished him by his 
friends. 

Once, indeed, he had taken a fancy that he ought to do 
something, and he went and read law a bit, and ate some 
dinners, and got called to the Bar. He even went the length 
of going on Circuit : but either he travelled by coach, or fra- 
ternized with a solicitor, or did something objectionable; at 
all events his circuit mess fined him : he refused to pay the 
fine, threw the whole thing up, and returned to his club and its 
carefully ordered dinners, and its friendly game of sixpenny 
and eighteen-penny pool. 

Of course he dressed, and acted, and spoke just as his 
fellows did, and gradually from the common talk of smoking- 
rooms imbibed a vast amount of nonsense. He knew that 
such and such a statesman professed particular opinions only 
to keep in place and enjoy the loaves and fishes. He could 
tell you to a penny the bribe given to the editor of the Times 
by a foreign Government for a certain series of articles. As 
for the stories he heard and repeated of all manner of noble 
families, they were many of them doubtless true, and they were 
nearly all unpleasant ; but then the tale that would have been 
regarded with indifference if told about an ordinary person, 
grew lambent with interest when it was told about a common- 
place woman possessed of a shire and a gaby crowned with 
a coronet. There was no malice in these stories ; only the 
young men were supposed to know everything about the 
private affairs of a certain number of families no more nearly 
related to them than their washerwoman. 

He was unfortunate, too, in a few personal experiences. 
He was a fairly well-intentioned young man ; and, going home 
one night, was moved to pity by the sobbing and exclamations 
of a little girl of twelve, whose mother was drunk and tumbling 
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about the pavement The child could not get her mother to 
go home, and it was now past midnight Richard Roscorla 
thought he would interfere, and went over the way and helped 
the woman to her feet He had scarcely done so when the 
virago turned on him, shouted for help, accused him of assault- 
ing her, and finally hit him straight between the eyes, nearly 
blinding him, and causing him to keep his chambers for three 
weeks. After that he gave up the lower classes. 

Then a gentleman who had been his bosom fiiend at Eton, 
and who had carried away with him so little of the atmosphere 
of that institution that he by-and-by abandoned himself to 
trade, renewed his acquaintance with Mr. Roscorla, and be- 
sought him to join him in a little business transaction. He 
only wanted a few thousand poimds to secure the success of a 
venture that would make both their fortunes. Young Roscorla 
hesitated Then his friend sent his wife, an exceedingly pretty 
woman, and she pleaded with such sweetness and pathos that 
she actually carried away a cheque for the amount in her 
beautiful little purse. A couple of days afterwards Mr. Roscorla 
discovered that his friend had suddenly left the country ; that 
he had induced a good many people to lend him money to 
start his new enterprise ; and that the beautiful lady whom he- 
had sent to plead his cause was a wife certainly, but not his 
wife. She was, in fact, the wife of one of the swindled credi- 
tors, who bore her loss with greater equanimity than he showed 
in speaking of his departed money. Young Roscorla laughed, 
and said to himself that a man who wished to have any know- 
ledge of the world must be prepared to pay for it. 

The loss of the money, though it pressed him hardly for a 
few years, and gave a fright to his father's executors, did not 
trouble him much ; for, in company with a good many of the 
young fellows about, he had given himself up to one of the 
most pleasing delusions which even club-life has fostered. It 
was the belief of those young men that in England there are 
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a vast number of young ladies of fortune who are so exceed- 
ingly anxious to get married, that any decent young fellow ot 
ikir apj)^arance and good manners has only to bide his tinoe in 
order to be provided for for life. Accordingly Mr. Roscorla 
and others of his particular set were in no hurry to takip a wife. 
They waited to see who would bid most for them. They weie 
not in .want ; they could have maintained a wife in a certain 
fashion ; but that was not the fashion in which they hoped to 
spend the rest of their days, when they consented to relinquish 
the joys and freedom of bachelorhood Most of them, indeed, 
had so thoroughly settled in their own mind the sort of existence 
to which they were entitled — the house, and horses, and shoot- 
ing necessary to them — ^that it was impossible for them to 
consider any lesser offer ; and so they waited from year to year, 
guarding themselves against temptation, cultivating an excellent 
taste in various sorts of luxuries, and reserving themselves for 
Xht grand coup which was to make their fortune. In many 
cases they looked upon themselves as the victims of the world 
They had been deceived by this or the other woman ; but now 
they had done with the fatal passion of love, its dangerous 
perplexities, and insincere romance ; and were resolved to take 
a sound, common-sense view of life. So they waited carelessly, 
and" enjoyed their time, growing in wisdom of a certain sort. 
They were gentlemanly young fellows enough ; they would not 
have done a dishonourable action for the world; they were 
well-bred, and would have said no discourteous thing to the 
woman they married, even though they hated her ; they had 
their cold bath every morning ; they lived soberiy, if not very 
righteously; and would not have asked ten points at billiards 
if they fairly thought they could have played even. The 
only thing was that they had changed their sex. They were 
not Perseus, but Andromeda; and while this poor masculine 
Andromeda remained chained to the rock of an imaginaiy 
povert}', the feminine Perseus who was to come in a blaze dt 
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jewels and gold to the rescue, still remained afar off, until 
Andromeda got a little tired. 

And so it was with Mr. Richard Roscorla. He lounged 
about his club, and had nice litde dinners ; he went to other 
people's houses, and dined there ; with his crush-hat under his 
aim he went to many a. dance, and made such acquaintances 
as he might ; but somehow that one supreme chance invariably 
missed. He did not notice it, any more than his fellows. If 
you had asked any of them, they would still have given you 
those devil-may-care opinions about women, and those shrewd 
estimates of what was worth living for in the world. They did 
not seem to be aware that year after year was going by, and 
that a new race of younger men were coming to the front, eager 
for all sorts of pastimes, ready to dance till daybreak, and 
defying with their splendid constitutions the worst champagne. 
a confectioner ever brewed. A man who takes good care of 
himself is slow to believe that he is growing middle-aged. If 
the sitting up all night to play loo does him an injury such 
as he would not have experienced a few years before, he lays 
the blame of it on the brandy-and-soda. When two or three 
hours over wet turnips make his knees feel queer, he vows that 
he is in bad condition, but that a few days' exercise will set him 
i^it. It was a long time before Mr. Richard Roscorla would 
admit to himself that his hair was growing grey. By this time 
many of his old friends and associates had left the club. Some 
had died; some had made the best of a bad bargain, and 
manied a plain country cousin ; none, to tell the truth, had 
rescued by the beautiful heiress for whom they had all 
previously waiting. And while these men went away, 
and while new men came into the club — young fellows with 
fiesh complexions, aljundant spirits, a lavish disregard of 
monqTy and an amazing enjo>'ment in drinking any sort of 
wine — another set of circumstances came into play which 
rendered it raore and more necessary for 3Ir. Roscorla to 
change his way^ ct iii'i. ^^ 
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He was now over forty ; his hair was grey ; his companions 
were mostly older men than himself; and he began to be 
rather pressed for money. The merchants in London who sold 
for his agents in Jamaica those consignments of sugar and rum, 
sent him every few months statements which showed that 
either the estates were yielding less, or the markets had fallen, 
or labour had risen — ^whatever it might be, his annual income 
was very seriously impaired. He could no longer afibrd to 
play half-crown points at whist : even sixpenny pool was 
dangerous ; and those boxes and stalls which it was once his 
privilege to take for dowagers gifted with daughters, were 
altogether out of the question. The rent of his rooms in 
Jermyn Street was a serious matter ; all his little economies at 
the club were of little avail ; at last he resolved to leave 
London. And then it was that he bethought him of living 
permanently at this cottage at Eglosilyan, which had belonged 
to his grandfather, and which he had visited from time to time 
during the summer months. He would continue his club 
subscription; he would still correspond with certain of his 
friends ; he would occasionally pay a flying visit to London ; 
and down here by the Cornish coast he would hve a healthy, 
economical, contented life. 

So he came to Eglosilyan, and took up his abode in the 
plain white cottage placed amid birch-trees on the side of the 
hill, and set about providing himself with amusement He had 
a good many books, and he read at night over his final pipe ; 
he made friends with the fishermen, and often went out with 
them ; he took a little interest in wild plants ; and he rode a 
sturdy little pony by way of exercise. He was known to the 
Trelyons, to the clergymen of the neighbourhood, and to one 
or two families living further off; but he did not dine out 
much, for he could not well invite his host to dinner in return. 
His chief friends, indeed, were the Rosewames ; and scarcely 
a day passed that he did not call at the inn and have a chat 
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with George Rosewame, or with his wife and daughters. For 
the rest, Mr. Roscorla was a small man, sparely built, with 
somewhat fresh complexion, close-cropped grey hair, and iron- 
grey whiskers. He dressed very neatly and methodically ; he 
was fairly light and active in his walk ; and he had a grave, 
good-natured smile. He was much improved in constitution, 
indeed, since he came to Eglosilyan ; for that was not a place 
to let any one die of languor, or to encourage complexions of 
the colour of apple pudding. Mr. Roscorla, indeed, had the 
appearance of a pleasant little country lawyer, somewhat 
finical in dress and grave in manner, and occasionally just a 
trifle supercilious and cutting in his speech. 

He had received Wenna Rosewame's brief and hurriedly 
written note ; and if accident had not thrown her in his way, he 
would doubtless have granted her that time for reflection which 
she demanded. But happening to be out, he saw her go down 
towards the rocks beyond the harbour. She had a pretty 
figure, and she walked gracefully ; when he saw her at a 
distance some little flutter of anxiety disturbed his heart. 
That glimpse of her — the possibility of securing as his constant 
companion a girl who walked so daintily and dressed so neatly 
— radded some little warmth of feeling to the wish he had 
carefully reasoned out and expressed. For the offer he had 
sent to Miss Wenna was the result of much calculation. He 
was half aware that he had let his youth slip by and idled 
away his opportunities; there was now no chance of his 
engaging in any profession or pursuit ; there was little chance 
of his bettering his condition by a rich marriage. What could 
he now offer to a beautiful young creature possessed of fortune, 
such as he had often looked out for, in return for herself and 
her money? Not his grey hairs, and his asthmatic evenings in 
winter, and the fixed, and narrow, and oftentimes selfish habits 
and opinions b(5gotten of a solitary life. Here, on the other 
hand, was a yoxmg lady of pleasing manners, and honest 
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nature, and of humble wishes as became her station, whom he 
might induce to marry him. She had scarcely ever moved out 
of the small circle around her ; and in it were no possible 
lovers for her. If he did not marry her, she might drift into as 
hopeless a position as his own. If she consented to many 
him, would they not be able to live in a friendly way together, 
gradually winning each other's sympathy, and making the 
world a little more sociable and comfortable for both ? Tlieie 
was no chance of his going back to the brilliant soaety in 
which he had once moved ; for there was no one whom he 
could expect to die and leave him any money. When he went 
up to town and spent an evening or two at his club^ he found 
himself almost wholly among strangers ; and he could not get 
that satisfaction out of a solitorv dinner that once was his. He 
returned to his cottage at Eglosilyan with some d^pree of 
resignation ; and fancied he could live well enough there if 
Wenna Rosewame would only come to relieve him from its 
frightful loneliness. 

He blushed when he went forward to her on these rocks^ 
and was exceedingly embarrassed, and could scarcely look ho: 
in the face as he begged her pardon for intruding on her, and 
hoped she would resume her seat She was a little pale^ and 
would have liked to get away, but was probably so frightened 
diat she did not know how to take the step. Without a word, 
she sat down again, her heart beating as if it would suffocate 
her. Then there was a terrible pause. 

Mr. Roscorla discovered at this moment — and the shock 
almost bewildered him — that he would have to play the part of 
a lover. He had left that out of the question. He had foond 
it easy to dissociate love from marriage in ^Titing a letter; in 
fact he had written it mainly to get over the necessity of 
shamming sentiment ; but here was a young and sensitive girl, 
probably with a good deal of romantic nonsense in her head, 
and he was going to ask her to marry him. And just at this 
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moment, also, a tenible recollection flashed in on his mind of 
Wenna Roseiranie's lildi^ for humom-, and of die merry light 
he had often seen in her eyes, however demm-e her manner 
might be ; and then it occurred to him that if he did play the 
lover, she would know that he knew he was making a fool of 
himself and laug^ at him in the safe concealment of her own 
room. 

'' Of course," he said, making a sudden plunge, followed by 
a gasp or two — " of course — Miss Wenna — of course you were 
surprised to get my letter — a letter containing an offer of mar- 
riage, and almost nothing about affection in it Well, there are 
some things one can neither write nor say — they have so often 
been the subject of good-natured ridicule that — that " 

" I think one forgets that," Weima ^said timidly, " if one is 
in earnest about anything." 

" Miss Wenna," he said, " you know I find it very difficult 
to say what I should like to say. That letter did not tell you 
half—probably you thought it too dry and business-like. But at 
all events you were not offended ? " 

" Oh no," she said, wondering how she could get away, and 
whether a precipitate plunge into the sea below her would not be 
the simplest plan. Her head, she felt, was growing giddy, and 
she began to hear snatches of " Wapping Old Stairs " in the 
roar of the waves aroimd her. 

But he continued to talk to her, insisting on much he had 
said in his letter, and that with a perfect faith in its truth. So 
far as his own experience went, the hot-headed romanticism of 
youth had only led to mischief. Then tlie mere fact that she 
allowed him to talk was everything ; a point was gained in that 
she had not straightway sent him off. 

Incidentally he spoke of her charitable labours among the 
poorer folks of Eglosilyan ; and here he speedily saw he had 
got an opening, and he made use of it dexterously. For Miss 
Weima's weak side was a great distrust of herself, and a lonj 
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to be assured that she was cared for by anybody, and of some 
little account in the world. To tell her that the people of 
Eglosilyan were ^^'ithout exception fond of her, and ready at all 
moments to say kind things of her, was the sweetest flattery 
to her ears. Mr. Roscorla easily perceived this, and made 
excellent use of his discovery. If she did not quite believe all 
that she heard, she was secretly delighted to hear it It hinted 
at the possible realization of all her dreams, even though she 
could never be beautiful, rich, and of noble presence. Wenna's 
heart rather inclined to her companion just then. He seemed 
to her to be a connecting link between her and her manifold 
friends in Eglosilyan ; for how had he heard those things, which 
she had not heard, if he were not in general communication 
^vith them ? He seemed to her, too, a friendly counsellor on 
whom she could rely ; he was the very first, indeed, who had 
ever offered to help her in her work. 

" It is far more a matter of intention than of temper," he 
continued, speaking in a roundabout way of marriage. " When 
once two people find out the good qualities in each other, they 
should fix their faith on those, and let the others be overlooked 
as much as possible. But I don^t think there is much to be 
feared from your temper. Miss Wenna; and as for mine — I 
suppose I get vexed sometimes, like other people, but I don't 
think I am bad-tempered, and I am sure I should never be 
bad-tempered to you. I don't think I should readily forget 
what I owe you for taking pity on a solitary old fellow like my- 
self, if I can only persuade you to do that, and for being 
content to live a humdrum life up in that small cottage. By 
the wayj do you like riding, Wenna ? Has your father got a 
lady's saddle ? " 

The question startled her so that the blood rushed to her 
face in a moment, and she could not answer. Was it not that 
very morning that she had been asked almost the same ques- 
tion by Mr. Trelyon ? And while she was dreamily looking at 
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an imaginative picture of her future life, calm and placid and 
commonplace, the sudden introduction into it of Harry Trelyon 
almost lightened her. The mere recalling of his name, indeed, 
shattered that magic-lantern slide, and took her back to their 
parting of the forenoon, when he left her in something of an 
angry fashion ; or rather, it took her still further back — to one 
bright smnmer morning on which she had met young Trelyon 
riding over the downs to St. Gennis. We all of us know how 
apt the mind is to retain one particular impression of a friend's 
appearance, sometimes even in the matter of dress and occupa- 
tion. When we recall such and such a person, we think of a 
particular smile, a particular look ; perhaps one particular inci- 
dent of his or her life. Whenever Wenna Rosewame thought 
■of Mr. Trelyon, she thought of him as she saw him on that one 
morning. She was coming along the rough path that crosses 
the bare uplands by the sea ; he was riding by another path 
some little distance off, and did not notice her. The boy was 
riding hard ; the sunlight was on his face ; he was singing 
aloud some song about the Cavaliers and King Charles. Two 
or three years had come and gone since then. She had seen 
Master Harry in many a mood, and not unfrequently ill-tem- 
pered ; but whenever she thought of him suddenly, her memory 
presented her >vith that picture ; and it was the picture of a 
handsome English lad riding by on a summer morning, singing 
a brave song, and with all the light of youth, and hope, and 
courage shining on his face. 

She rose quickly, and with a sigh, as if she had been 
dreaming for a time, and forgetting for a moment the sadness 
of the world. 

" Oh, you asked about a saddle," she said in a matter-of- 
fiict way. " Yes, I think my father has one. I think I must be 
going home now, Mr. Roscorla." 

" No, not yet" he said in a pleading way. " Give me a few 
more minutes. I maj-n't have another chance before you make 

£ 
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up your mind ; and then, when that is done, I suppose it is all 
ovier, so far as persuasion goes. What I am most anxious about 
is that you should believe there is more affection in my offar 
than I have actually conveyed in words. Don't imagine k is 
merely a commonplace bargain I want you to enter inta I 
hope, indeed, that in time I shall win from you sometWng 
warmer than affection, if only you give me the chance. Ncnf, 
Wenna, won't you give me some word of assurance — some hmt 
that it may come all right ? " 

She stood before him, with her eyes cast down, and remained 
silent for what seemed to him a strangely long time. Was she 
bidding good-bye to all the romantic dreams of her youth — to 
that craving in a girl's heart for some firm and sure ideal of 
manly love, and courage, and devotion to which she can clfflg 
through good report and bad report? Was she reconciling 
herself to the plain and common ways of the married life placed 
before her ? She said at length, in a low voice : 

" You won't ask me to leave Eglosilyan ? " 

" Certainly not," he said, eagerly. " And you will see hair 
I will try to join you in all your work there, and how teoA 
easier and pleasanter it will be for you, and how much mcie 
satisfactory for all the people around you." 

She put out her hand timidly, her eyes still cast down. 

"You will be my wife, Wenna ? " 

" Yes," she said. 

Mr. Roscorla was conscious that he ought at this hi^ 
moment in a man's life to experience a strange thrill of happi- ' 
ness. He almost waited for it; but he felt instead a vcsy 
distinct sense of embarrassment in not knowing what to do or 
say next. He supposed that he ought to kiss her, but he dared 
not As he himself had said, Wenna Rosewame was so* 
and shy that he shrank from wounding her extreme 
tiveness; and to step forward and kiss this quiet and ^enUe 
creature, who stood there with her pale face faintly flushed and 
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her eyes averted — ^why, it was impossible. He had heard of 
girls, in wild moments of pleasure and persuasion, suddenly 
raising their tear-filled eyes to their lover^s face, and signing 
away their whole existence with one full, passionate, and 
3'eaiiung kiss. But to steal a kiss from this calm little girl? 
Jf.e fdt he should be acting the part of a jocular ploughboy. 

" Wenna," he said at length, " you have made me very happy. 
I am sure you will never repent your decision ; at least I shall 
do my best to make you think you have done right And, 
Wemia, I have to dine with the Trelyons on Friday evening ; 
would you allow me to tell them something of what has 
happened ?" 

** The Trelyons ! " she repeated, looking up in a startled 
way. 

It was of evil omen for this man's happiness that the mere 
mention of that word turned this girl, who had just been yield- 
ing up her life to him, into a woman as obdurate and unim- 
pressionable as a piece of marble. 

*' Mr. Roscorla," she said, with a certain hard decision of 
voice, ** I must ask you to give me back that promise I made. 
I forgot — it was too hurried j why would you not wait ? " 

He was fairly stupefied. 

" Mr. Roscorla," she said, with almost something of petulant 
impatience in her voice, " you must let me go now ; I am quite 
tired out I will write to you to-morrow or next day, as I 
promised." 

She passed him and went on, leaving him unable to utter a 
word of protest. But she had only gone a few steps when she 
returned, and held out her hand and said — 

" I hope I have not offended you? It seems that I must 
offend everybody now ; but I am a little tired, Mr. Roscorla." 

There was just the least quiver about her lips ; and as all 
this was a profound mystery to him, he fancied he must have 
tired her out, and he inwardly called himself a brute. 
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" My dear Wenna," he said, " you have not offended me — 
you have not really. It is I who must apologize to you. I am 
so sorry I should have worried you ; it was very inconsiderate. 
Pray take your own time about that letter." 

So she went away, and passed round to the other side of the 
rocks, and came in view of the small winding harbour, and the 
mill, and the inn. Far away . up there, over the cliffs, were the 
doAvns on which she had met Harry Trelyon that ^mmer morn- 
ing as he rode by, singing in the mere joyousness of youth, and 
happy and pleased with all the world. She could hear the song 
he was singing then \ she could see the sunlight that was shining 
on his face. It appeared to her to be long ago. This girl was 
but eighteen years of age, and yet, as she walked down towards 
Eglosilyan, there was a weight on her heart that seemed to tell 
her she was growing old. 

And now the western sky was red with the sunset, and the 
rich light burned along the crests of the hills, on the golden 
furze, the purple heather, and the deep-coloured rocks. The 
world seemed all ablaze up there ; but down here, as she went 
by the harbour and crossed over the bridge by the mill, 
Eglosilyan lay pale and grey in the hollow j and even the great 
black wheel was silent. 
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CHAPTER V. 

THROWING A FLY. 

Harry Trelyon had a cousin named Juliott Penaluna, who 
lived at Penzance with her father, an irascible old clergyman, 
who, while yet a poor curate, had the good fortune to marry 
Mrs. Trelyon's sister. Miss Juliott was a handsome, healthy, 
English-looking girl, with blue eyes and brown hair, frank enough 
in her ways, fairly well-read, fond of riding and driving, and 
very specially fond of her cousin. There had never been any 
concealment about that Master Harry, too, liked his cousin 
in a way, as he showed by his rudeness to her ; but he used 
plainly to tell her that he would not marry her ; whereupon she 
would be angry with him for his impertinence, and end by 
begging him to be good friends again. 

At last she went, as her mother had done before her, and 
encouraged the attentions of a fair, blue-eyed, pensive young 
curate, one who was full of beautiful enthusiasms and idealisms, 
in which he sought to interest the mind of this exceedingly 
practical young woman, who liked cliff-hunting, and had taught 
herself to swim in the sea. Just before she pledged her future 
to him, she wrote to Harry Trelyon, plainly warning him of 
what was going to happen. In a fashion she asked for his 
advice. It was a timid letter for her to write, and she even 
showed some sentiment in it. The reply, wiittcn in a coarse, 
sprawling, schoolboy hand, was as follows : — 
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•* Trclyon Hall^ Monday Afternoon, 

"Dear Jue, 

"All right You're a fool to marry a parson. 'What 
would you like for a wedding present ? 

" Affectionately yours, 

" Harry Trelyon." 

Posts don't go very fast in Cornwall ; but just as soon as a 
letter from Penzance could reach him, Master Harry had his 
answer. And it was this : — 

** The Hollies, Penzance, Wednesday, 

" Dear Harry, 

" I am glad to receive a letter from you in which 
there is no ill-spelling. There is plenty of ill-temper, however, 
as usual. You may send yom: wedding presents to those who 
care for them : I don't 

" JULIOTT PeNALUNA." 

Master Harry burst into a roar of laughter when he received 
that letter ; but, all the same, he could not get his cousin to 
write him a line for months thereafter. Now, however, she had 
come to visit some friends at Wadebridge ; and she agreed to 
drive over and join Mrs. Trelyon's little dinner-party, to which 
Mr. Roscorla had also been invited. Accordingly, in the after- 
noon, when Harry Trelyon was seated on the stone steps out- 
side the Hall door, engaged in making artificial flies, Miss 
Penaluna drove up in a tiny chariot drawn by a beautiful little 
pair of ponies ; and when tlie boy had jumped down and gone 
to the ponies' heads, and when she had descended from the 
carriage. Master Harry thought it was time for him to lay aside 
his silk, rosin, feathers, and what not, and go forward to meet 
her. 

" Plow are you, Jue ? " he said, offering to kiss her, as was 
his custom ; " and where's your young man ? " 

She drew back, offended ; and then she looked at him, and 
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shrugged her shoulders, and gave him her cheek to kiss. He 
was only a boy, after all. 

"Well, Hany, I am not going to quarrel with you,'* she 
wAt with a good-natured smile ; " although I suppose I shall 
have plenty of cause before I go. Are you as rude as ever ? 
Do .you talk as much slang as ever ? " 

" I like to hear you talk of slang ! " he said. " Who calls 
her ponies Brandy and Soda? Weren't you wild, Jue, when 
Captain TuUiver came up and said, ' Miss Penalunay how are 
your dear Almonds and Raisins ? ' " 

" If I had given him a cut with my wliip, I should have 
made him dance," said Miss Juliott, frankly ; " then he would 
have forgotten to turn out his toes. Harry, go and see if that 
boy has taken in my things." 

**"I won't There's plenty of time ; and I want to talk to 
yew. I say, Jue, what made you go and get engaged down in 
Penzance ? Why didn't you cast your eye in this direction ? '* 

" Well, of all the impertinent things that I ever heard I " 
said Miss Juliott, very much inclined to box his ears. " Do 
you think I ever thought of marrying you ? " 

" Yes, I do," he said, coolly ; " and you would throw over 
that parson in a minute, if I asked you — you know you would, 
Jufc But I'm not good enough for you." 

" Indeed, you are not," she said, with a toss of the head. 
''I would take you for a gamekeeper, but not for a husband." 

*'Much need you'll have of a gamekeeper, when you 
become Mrs. Tressider ! " said he, with a rude laugh. " But 
I didn't mean myself, Jue. I meant that if you were going to 
marry a parson, you might have come here and had a choice. 
We can show you all sorts at this house — fat and lean, steeples 
and beer-barrels, band3^-legged and knock-kneed, whichever 
yoQ like — you'll always find an ample assortment on these 
dcgant premises. TJie stock is rather low just now, — I think 
we've only two or three ; but you're supplied already, ain't you, 
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Jue ? Well, I never expected it of you. You were a good 
sort of chap at one time; but I suppose you can't climb 
trees any more now. There, I'll let you go into the house ; all 
the servants are waiting for you. If you see my grandmother, 
tell her she must sit next me at dinner — if a parson sits next 
me, ril kill him." 

Just as Miss Juliott passed into the Hall, a tall, fair-haired, 
gentle-faced woman, dressed wholly in white, and stepping very 
softly and silently, came down the staircase, so that, in the 
twilight, she almost appeared to be some angel descending 
from heaven. She came forward to her visitor with a smile on 
the pale and wistful face, and took her hand and kissed her on 
the forehead ; after which, and a few words of inquiry, Miss 
Penaluna was handed over to the charge of a maid. The tall, 
fair woman passed noiselessly on, and went into a chamber at 
the further end of the hall, and shut the door ; and presently, 
the low, soft tones of a harmonium were heard, appearing to 
come from some considerable distance, and yet filling the 
house with a melancholy and slumberous music. 

Surely it could not be this gentle music which brought to 
Master Harry's face a most un-Christian scowl ? 'What harm 
could there be in a solitary widow wrapping herself up in her 
imaginative sorrow, and saturating the whole of her feeble, 
impressionable, and withal kindly, nature with a half-religious, 
half-poetic sentiment? What although those days which she 
devoted to ser\dces in memory of her relatives who were dead 
— and, most of all, in memory of her husband whom she had 
really loved — resembled, in some respects, the periods in which 
an opium-eater resolves to give himself up to the strange and 
beautiful sensations beyond which he can imagine no form of 
happiness ? Mrs. Trelyon was nothing of a zealot or devotee. 
She held no particular doctrines ; she did not even countenance 
High Church usages, except in so far as music and painting 
and dim religious lights aided her endeavours to produce a 
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species of exalted intoxication. She did not believe herself to 

be a wicked sinner, and she could not understand the earnest 

convictions and pronounced theology of the Dissenters around 

her. But she drank of religious sentiment as other persons 

drink in beautiful music ; and all the aids she could bring to 

bear in producing this feeling of blind ecstasy she had collected 

together in the private chapel attached to Trelyon Hall. At 

this very moment she was seated there alone. The last rays 

of the sun shone through narrow windows of painted glass,^ 

and carried beautiful colours with them into the dusk of the 

curiously furnished littie building. She herself sate before a 

large harmonium, and thei'e was a stain of rose-colour and of 

violet on the white silk costume that she wore. It was one of 

her notions that, though black might well represent the grief 

immediately following the funeral of one's friends, pure white 

was the more appropriate mourning when one had become 

accustomed to their loss, and had turned one's eyes to the 

shining realms which they inhabit. Mrs. Trelyon never went 

out of mourning for her husband, who had been dead over a 

dozen years ; but the mourning was of pure white ; so that she 

wandered through the large and empty rooms of Trelyon Hall, 

or about the grounds outside, like a ghost ; and like a ghost, 

she was ordinarily silent, and shy, and light-footed. She was 

not much of a companion for the rude, impetuous, self-willed 

boy whose education she had handed over to grooms and 

gamekeepers, and to his own very pronounced instincts. 

The frown that came over the lad's handsome face as he 
sate on the door-step, resuming his task of making trout-flies, 
was caused by the appearance of a clergyman, who came walk- 
ing forward from one of the hidden paths in the garden. 
There was nothing really distressing or repulsive about the look 
of this gentleman; although, on the other hand, there was 
nothing very attractive. He was of middle age and middle 
height ; he wore a rough brown beard and moustache ; his la.c^ 
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was grey and full of lines ; his forehead was rather narrow ; and 
his eyes were shrewd and watchful But for that occasional 
glance of the eyes, you would have taken him for a very ordi- 
nary, respectable, commonplace person, not deserving of nodc^ 
except ibr the length of his coat When Master Harry saw 
him approach, however, a diabolical notion leapt into the 
young gentleman's head. He had been practising the throwing 
of flies against the wind ; and on the lawn were the several 
pieces of paper, at different distances, at which he had aimed, 
while the slender trout-rod, with a bit of line and a fly at the 
end of it still dangling, was close by his hand. Instantaneously 
he put the rod against the wall, so that the hook was floating in 
front of the door just about the height of a man's head Would 
the Rev. Mr. Barnes look at the door-steps, rather than in front 
of him, in passing into the house, and so find an artificial fly 
fastened in his nose ? Mr. Barnes was no such fooL 

" It is a pleasant afternoon, Mr. Trelyon," he said, in gnwc 
and measured accents, as he came up. 

Harry Trelyon nodded, as he smoothed out a bit of red 
silk thread. Then Mr. Barnes went forward, carefully pot 
aside the dangling fly, and went into the house. 

" The fish won't rise to-night," said Master Harry to lum- 
self, with a grin on his face. " But parsons don't take the flf 
readily j you've got to catch them with bait ; and the bait th^ 
like best is a widow's mite. And now, I suppose, I must go 
and dress for dinner ; and don't I wish I was going down to 
Mrs. Rosewame's parlour instead ! " 

But another had secured a better right to go into Mi& 
Rosewame's parlour. 
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CHAPTER VL 

THE AMONG THE TAILORS, 

This other gentleman was also dressing for Mrs. Trelyon's 
liqper-party, and he was in a pleased frame of mind. Never 
)efore, indeed, had Mr. Roscorla been so distinctly and 
xmsciously happy. That forenoon, when his anxiety had be- 
xmie almost distressing — ^partly because he honestly liked 
^enna Rosewame and wanted to marry her, and partly be- 
:aiise he feared the mortification of a refusal — ^her letter had 
x>me j and, as he read the trembling, ingenuous, and not-very- 
prell-composed lines and sentences, a great feeling of satis- 
action stole over him, and he thanked her a thousand times, 
n his heart, for having given him this relief. And he was the 

I 

more pleased that it was so easy to deal with a ^\Titten consent 
He was under no embarrassment as to how he should express 
[lis gratitude, or as to whether he ought to kiss her. He could 
manage correspondence better than a personal interview. He 
sate down and wrote her a very kind and even affectionate 
letter, telling her that he would not intrude himself too soon 
upon her, especially as he had to go up to Trelyon Hall that 
svening; and saying, too, that, in any case, he could never 
expect to tell her how thankful he was to her. That she would 
discover from his conduct to her during their married life. 
But, to his great surprise, Mr. Roscorla found that the 
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writing and sending oh of that letter did not allay the extra- 
ordinary nervous excitement that had laid hold of him. He 
could not rest He called in his housekeeper, and rather 
astonished that elderly person by saying he was much pleased 
with her services, and thereupon he presented her with a 
sovereign to buy a gown. Then he went into the garden, and 
meant to occupy himself with his flowers ; but he found himself 
staring at them without seeing them. Then he went back t» 
his parlour and tpok a glass of sherry to steady his nerves — ^but 
in vain. Then he thought he would go down to the inn, and 
ask to see Wenna ; but again he changed his mind, for how was 
he to meet the rest of the family without being prepared for the 
interview? Probably he never knew how he passed these two 
or three hours ; but at length the time came for him to dress for 
dinner. 

And, as he did so, the problem that occupied his mind 
was to discover the probable reasons that had induced Wenna 
Rosewame to promise to be his wife. Had her parents advised 
her to marry a man who could at least render her future safe? 
Or, had she taken pity on his loneliness, and been moved by 
some hope of reforming his ways and habits of thinking? Or, 
had she been won over by his pictures of her increased 
influence among the people around her? He could not telL 
Perhaps, he said to himself, she said yes because she had not 
the courage to say no. Perhaps she had been convinced by 
his arguments that the wild passion of love, for which vouth is 
supposed to long, is a dangerous thing; and was there not 
constantly before her eyes an example of the jealousy, and 
quarrelling, and misery that may follow that fatal delirium ? Or, 
it might be; — and here Mr. Roscorla more nearly approached 
the truth — that this shy, sensitive, self-distrustful girl had been 
so surprised to find herself of any importance to any one, and 
so grateful to him for his praise of her, and for this highest 
mark of appreciation that a man can bestow, that her sudden 
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gratitude softened her heart, and disposed her to yield to his 
prayer. And who could tell but that this present feeling might 
Jead to a still warmer feehng under the generous influence of a 
constant kindness and appreciation ? It was with something of 
wonder and almost of dismay — and wdth a wholly new sense of 
his own unworthiness — that Mr. Roscorla found himself regard- 
ing the possibility of his winning a young girl's first love. 

Never before in his life — ^not even in his younger days, when 
he had got a stray hint that he would probably meet a duchess 
and her three daughters at a particular party — ^had he dressed 
with so much care. He was, on the whole, well pleased with 
himself. He had to admit that his grey hair was changing to 
white; but many people considered white hair, with a hale 
complexion, rather an ornament than otherwise. For the rest, 
he resolved that he would never dress again to go to any party 
to which Miss Wenna Rosewame was not also invited. He 
would not decorate himself for mere strangers and acquaint- 
ances. 

He put on a light top-coat and went out into the quiet sum- 
mer evening. There was a scent of roses in the air, and the 
^eat Atlantic was beautiful and still ; it was a time for lovers 
to be walking through twilight woods, or in honeysuckle lanes, 
rather than for a number of people, indifferent to each other 
to sit down to the vulgar pleasures of the table. He wished 
that Wenna Rosewame had been of that party. 

"There were two or three children at his gate — ^bright-cheeked, 
clean^ and well-clad, as all the Eglosilyan children are — and 
when they saw him come out, they ran away. He was ashamed 
of this ; for, if Wenna had seen it, she would have been grieved. 
He called on them to come back ; they stood in the road, not 
sure of him. At length a little woman of six came timidly along 
to him, and looked at him with her big, wondering, blue eyes. 
He patted her head, and asked her name, and then he put his 
hand in his pocket The others, finding that their ambassador 
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had not been beheaded on the spot, came up also, and fonned 
a little circle, a cautious yard or two off. 

" Look here," he said to the eldest ; " here is a shilling, and 
you go and buy sweatmeats, and divide them equally among you- 
Or, wait a bit — come along with me, the whole of you, and 
we'll see whether Mrs. Cornish has got any cake for you." 

He drove the flock of them into that lady's kitchen, much 
to her consternation, and there he left them. But he had not 
got halfway tlirough the littie garden again, when he returned^ 
and went to the door, and called in to the children — 

" Mind, you can swing on the gate whenever you like, so 
long as you take care and don't hurt yourselves." 

And so he hurried away again ; and he hoped that some day, 
when he and Wenna Rosewame were passing, she would see 
the children swinging on his gate, and she would be pleased 
that they did not run away. 

Your Polly has never beenfalsey she declares — 

he tried to hum the air, as he had often heard Wenna hum it, 
as he walked rapidly down the hill, and along a bit of the 
valley, and then up one of the great gorges lying behind 
Eglosilyan. He had avoided the road that went by the inn ; he 
did not wish to see any of the Rosewames just then. More- 
over, his rapid walking was not to save time, for he had plenty 
of that j but to . give himself the proud assurance that he tras 
still in excellent wind. Miss Wenna must not imagine that she 
was marrying an old man. Give him but as good a hoise as 
Harry Trelyon's famous Dick, and he would ride that daie-devil 
young gentleman for a wager to Launceston and back. Why, 
he had only arrived at that period when a soimd constitution 
reaches its maturity. Old, or even elderly? He switched at 
weeds with his cane, and was conscious that he was in Ac 
prime of life. 

At the same time, he did not like the notion of younger 
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nen than himself lounging about Mrs. Rosewarae's parlour ; and 
le tbought he might just as well give Harry Trelyon a hint that 
^eima Rosewame was engaged. An excellent opportunity was 
i^fered him at this moment ; for as he went up through the 
pxHinds to the front of the Hall, he found Master Harry 
ndastriously throwing a fly at certain bits of paper on the lawn. 
Ele had resumed this occupation, after having gone inside and 
iressed, as a handy method of passing the time until his cousin 
foliott should appear. 

**How do you do, Trelyon?" said Mr. Roscorla, in a 
rfendly way ; and Harry nodded " I wish I could throw a fly 
ike you. By the bye, I have a little bit of news for you — for 
tMirself alone, mind." 

All right ; fire away," said Master Harry, still making the 

line of the trout-rod whistle through the air. 
Well, it is rather a delicate matter, you know. I don't 
rant it talked about ; but the fact is, I am going to marry Miss 
Rosewame." 

There was no more aiming at those bits of paper. The 
adl and handsome lad turned and stared at his companion as if 
he latter had been a maniac ; and then he said — 

** Miss Rosewame ? Wenna Rosewame ? " 

**Yes," said Mr. Roscorla, distinctly conscious that Harry 
riel3ron was regarding his white hair and general appearance. 

The younger man said nothing more, but began to whistle 
a an absent way ; and then, just as if Mr. Roscorla had no 
soBtence whatever, he proceeded to reel in the line of his rod,. 
le fistened the fly to one of the rings, and then walked off. 

•* You'll find my mother inside," he said; and so Mr. 
iUiscorla went into the Hall, and was soon in Mrs. Trelyon's 
Incwing-room, among her six or eight guests. 

Harry Trelyon did not appear until dinner was announced ;. 
Lod then he was just in time to take his grandmother in. He 
ook care, also, to have his cousin Juliott on his other side \ 



64 THREE FEATHERS, 

and, to both of these ladies, it was soon apparent that some- 
thing had occurred to put Master Harry into one of his most 
ungovernable moods. 

" Harry ? " said his mother, from the other end of the table, 
as an intimation that he should say grace. 

There was no response, despite Miss Juliott's appealing 
look ; and so Mrs. Trelyon had to turn for assistance to one of 
the clergymen near her, who went through the prescribed 
form. 

" Isn't it shocking ? " said Miss Penaluna, across the table, 
to Harry's grandmother, who was not nearly so severe on him, 
for such conduct, as she ought to have been. 

" Grace before meat takes too much for granted," said the 
young man, unconcernedly. " How can you tell whether you 
are thankful until you see what sort of dinner it is? And 
whaf s the use of keeping a dog, and barking yourself? Ain't 
there three parsons down there ? " 

Miss Juliott, being engaged to* a clergyman, very naturally 
resented this language ; and the two cousins had rather a 
stormy fight, at the end of which Master Harry turned to his 
grandmother and declared that she was the only woman d 
common sense he had ever known. 

" Well, it runs in the blood, Harry," said the old lady, 
" that dislike to clergymen ; and I never could find out any 
reason for it, except when your grandfather hunted poor Mr. 
Pascoe that night. Dear, dear ! what a jealous map your 
grandfather was, to be sure ; and the way he used to pet me 
when I told him I never saw the man I'd look at after seeing 
him. Dear, dear ! — and the day he sold those two manors to 
the Company, you know, he came back at night and said I was 
as good a wife as any in England — ^he did, indeed — and the 
bracelet he gave me then, that shall go to your wife on yonr 
wedding-day, Harry, I promise you, and you won't find its 
match about this part of the .country, I can tell you. But don't 
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you go and sell the lordship of Trelyon. Many a time your 
grandfather was asked to sell it, and he did well by selling the 
other two ; but Trelyon he would never sell, nor your father, 
and I hope you won't either, Harry. Let them work the 
quarries for you — that is fair enough — and give you your 
royalty ; but don't part with Trelyon, Harry, for you might as 
well be parting with your own name." 

" Well, I can't, grandmother, you know ; but I am fearfully 
in want of a big lump of money, all the same." 

" Money ? what do you want with a lot of money ? You're 
not going to take to gambling or horse-racing, are you ? " 

" I can't tell you what I want it for — not at present, any 
way," said the lad, looking rather gloomy ; and, with that, the 
subject dropped, and a brief silence ensued at that end of the 
table. 

Mr. Tressider, however, the mild and amiable young curate 
to whom Miss Juliott was engaged, having been rather left out 
in the cold, struck in at this moment, blushing slightly : 

" I heard you say something about lordships of manors," 
he observed, addressing himself rather to Trelyon's grand- 
mother. "Did it ever occur to you what a powerful thing 
a word from William the Conqueror must have been, when it 
could give to a particular person and his descendants absolute 
possession of a piece of the globe ? " 

Mrs. Trelyon stared at the young man. Had a relative of 
hers gone and engaged herself to a dangerous Revolutionary, 
who, in the guise of a priest, dared to trifle with the tenure of 
land ? Mr. Tressider was as innocent of any such intention as 
the babe unborn; but he was confused by her look of as- 
tonishment, he blushed more violently than before, and only 
escaped from his embarrassment by the good services of 
Miss Penaluna, who turned the whole matter into ridicule, 
and asked what William the Conqueror was about when he let 
a piece of the world come into the hands of Harry Trelyon. 
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" And how deep down have you a hold on it, Harry ? " she 
said. "How far does your right over the minerals extend? 
From the surface right down to the centre? " 

Mr. Tressider was smiling vaguely when Master Haiiy's 
eye fell upon him. 'What harm had the young clergyman, or 
any other clergyman present, done him, that he should have 
felt a sudden dislike to that ingenuous smile ? 

"Oh no," said Trelyon, with a careless impertinence; 
" William the Conqueror did not allow the rights of the lord 
of the manor to extend right down to the middle -of the earth. 
There were a good many clergymen about him ; and they re- 
served that district for their own purposes." 

"Harry," said his cousin to him, in a low voice; "is it 
your wish to insult me ? If so, I will leave the room." 

" Insult you ! " he said, with a laugh. " Why, Jue, you 
must be out of yoiu: senses. What concern have you in that 
warmish region ? " 

" I don't appreciate jokes on such subjects. My &ther is 
a clergyman, my husband will be a clerg5nnan " 

** Worse luck for you," he observed frankly, but so that 
no one could hear. 

" Harry," she said, " what do you mean by your dislike to 
clergymen ? " 

" Is that a conundrum ? " said the unregenerate youtL 

For a moment. Miss Penaluna seemed really vexed and 
angry ; but she happened to look at Master Harry, and, some. 
how, her displeasure subsided into a look of good-naLtmed 
resignation. There was the least little shrug of the shoulders; 
and then she turned to her neighbour on the right, and b^jsn 
to talk about ponies. 

It was certainly not a pleasant dinner-party for those who 
sate near this yoimg gentleman, who was more outrageously 
capricious than ever, except when addressing his grandmother, to 
whom he was always courteous, and even roughly affectionate. 
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That old lady eyed him narrowly, and could not quite make 
out what was the matter. Had he been privately engaged in 
some betting transaction that he should want this money ? 

When the ladies left the room, Trelyon asked Mr. Roscorla 
to take his place for a few minutes, and send round the wines ; 
and then he went out and called his mother aside into the 
study. 

"Mother," he said, "Mr. Roscorla is going to marry 
Wenna Rosewame." 

The tall, fair, pale lady did not seem much startled by the 
news. She had very little acquaintance with the affairs of the 
village ; but she knew at least that the Rosewames kept the 
inn, and she had, every Sunday morning, seen Mrs. Rosewarne 
and her two daughters come into church. 

" That is the elder one, is it not, who sings in the choir ? " 

"It's the elder one," said Master Harry, who knew less 
about the choir. 

"It is a strange choice for Mr. Roscorla to make," she 
observed. "I have always considered him very fastidious, 
and rather proud of his family. But some men take strange 
Ancles in choosing a wife." 

" Yes, and some women take precious strange fancies in 
choosing a husband," said the young man, rather warmly. 
" Why, she's worth twenty dozen of him. I don't know what 
the dickens made her listen to the old fool — it is a monstrous 
shame, that's what I call it. I suppose he's frightened the girl 
into it, or bought over her father, or made himself a hypocrite, 
and got some person to intercede, and scheme, and tell lies 
for him." 

" Harry," said his mother, " I don't understand why you 
should interest yourself in the matter." 

" Oh ! well, it's only this — that I consider that girl to be 
the best sort of woman I've met yet — that's all ; and I'll tell 
you what I mean to do, mother — I mean to give her five thou- 
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sand pounds, so that she shan't come to that fellow in a 
dependent way, and let him give himsell airs over her because 
he's been bom a gentleman." 

" Five thousand pounds ! " Mrs. Trelyon repeated, wonder, 
ing whether her son had drunk too much wine at dinner. 

" Well, but look here, mother," he said, quite prepared for 
her astonishment. " You know IVe spent very little — Fve 
never spent anything like what I'm entitled to ; and next year 
I shall be of age ; and all I want now is for you to help me to 
get a release, you know ; and I am sure I shall be able to 
persuade Colonel Ransome to it, for he'll see it is not any bit 
of extravagance on my part — speculation, or anything of that 
sort, you know " 

"My dear child," said Mrs. Trelyon, startled, for once, 
into earnestness, " you will make people believe you are mad 
To give five thousand pounds to the daughter of an innkeeper, 
a perfect stranger, as a marriage dowry — why, Harry, what do 
you think people would say of such a thing ? What would 
they say of her ? " 

He looked puzzled for a moment, as though he did not 
understand her. It was but for a moment. " If you mean 
what one of those parsons would say of her," he said, im- 
petuously, while a sudden flash of anger sprang to his face, " I 
don't care ; but my answer to it would be to kick him round 
the grounds and out at the gate. Do you think I'd care a 
brass farthing for anything these cringing sneaks might say of 
her, or of me, or of anybody ? And would they dare to say 
it if you asked her here, and made a friend of her ? " 

" -Make a friend of her ! " repeated Mrs. Trelyon, almost 
mechanically. She did not know what length this terrible son 
of hers might not go. 

" If she is going to marry a friend of yours, why not?** 

" Harry, you are most unreasonable — if you will think ft 
over for a moment, you will see how this is impossible. H 



THE AMONG THE TAILORS. 69 

Mr. Roscorla marries this girl, that is his own affair ; he will 
have society enough at home, without wishing to go out and 
dine. He is doing it with his eyes open, you may be sure : he 
has far more knowledge of such affairs than yoi;i can have. 
How could I single out this girl from her family to make her a 
friend? I should have to ask her parents and her sister to 
come here also, unless you wish her to come on sufferance, and 
throw a reflection on them." 

She spoke quite calmly, but he would not listen to her. He 
chafed and fidgeted, and said, as soon as she had finished — 

" You could do it very well,* if you liked. When a woman 
is willing she can always smooth matters down." 

Mrs. Trelyon flushed slightly, and said, with clear em- 
phasis : 

"I presume that I am best fitted to say what society I 
shall keep ; and I shall have no acquaintance , thrust upon 
me whom I would rather not recognize." 

" Oh, very well," said the lad, with the proud lips giving 
evidence of some sudden decision. " And you won't help me 
to get that five thousand pounds ? " 

" I will not. I will not countenance any such folly.'* 

" Then I shall have to raise the money myself." 

He rang a bell, and a servant appeared. 

" Tell Jakes to saddle Dick and bring him round directly." 

His mother let him have his own way, without word or 
question; for she was deeply offended, and her feeble and 
sensitive nature had risen in protest against his tyranny. He 
went off to put on a pair of riding boots and a top- coat ; and 
by-and-by he came down into the hall again, and went to the 
door. The night was dark, but clear; there was a blaze of 
stars overhead ; all the world seemed to be quivering with 
those white throbs of fire. The horse and groom stood at the 
door, their dusky figures being scarcely blacker than the trees 
and bushes around. Harry Trelyon buttoned up the collar of 
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his light top-coat, took his switch in his hand, and sprung into 
the saddle. At the same moment the white figure of a lady 
suddenly appeared at the door, and came down a step or two, 
and said — 

" Harry, where are you going? " 

" To Plymouth first," the young man answered, as he rode 
off; " to London afterwards, and then to the devil ! " 
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CHAPTER VII. 

SOME NEW EXPERIENCES. 

Vhen the first shock of fear and anxiety was over, Wenna 
^osewame discovered to her great delight that her engage- 
oent was a very pleasant thing. The ominous doubts and 
egrets that had beset her mind when she was asked to become 
\/Lt. Roscorla's wife seemed to disappear like clouds from a 
Qoming sky ;. and then followed a fair and happy day, full of 
ibundant satisfaction and calm. With much inward ridicule of 
ler own vanity, she found herself nursing a notion of her self- 
mportance, and giving herself airs as if she were already a 
narried woman. Although the engagement was kept a pro- 
bund secret, the mere consciousness that she had attained to 
his position in the world lent a new assurance to her as she 
vent about the village. She was gifted with a new authority 
)ver despondent mothers, and fractious children, and selfish 
athers, as she went her daily rounds ; and even in her own 
lome Wenna had more attention paid to her, now that she was 
^oing to marry Mr. Roscorla. 

There was but one dissentient, and that was Mabyn Rose- 
rame, who fumed and fretted about the match, and sometimes 
iras like to cry over it, and at other times grew vastly indignant, 
ind would have liked to have gone and given Mr. Roscorla a 
>it of her mind. She pitied her poor weak sister ^or having 
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been coaxed into an engagement by this designing old man 5 
and the poor weak sister was vastly amused by her compassion, 
and was too good-natured to laugh at the valiant protection 
which this courageous young creature of sixteen offered her. 
Wenna let her sister say what she pleased about herself or her 
future, and used no other argument to stop angry words than a 
kiss, so long as Mabyn spoke respectfully of Mr. Roscorla. 
But this was precisely what Miss Mab)ai was disinclined to do ; 
and the consequence was that their interviews were generally 
ended by Wenna becoming indignant, drawing herself up, and 
leaving the room. Then Mabyn would follow, and make up 
the quarrel, and promise never to offend again; but all the 
same she cherished a deadly animosity towards Mr. Roscorla 
in her heart, and, when her sister was not present, she amused 
her father and shocked her mother by giving a series of imita- 
tions of Mr. Roscorla^s manner which that gentleman would 
scarcely like to have seen. 

The young lady, however, soon invented what she con- 
sidered a far more effectual means of revenging herself on Mr. 
Roscorla. She never left Wenna's side. No sooner did the 
eldest sister prepare to go out, than Miss Mab3ni discovered 
that she, too, would like a walk ; and she so persistently did this 
that Wenna soon took it for granted that her sister would go 
with her wherever she went, and invariably waited for her. 
Accordingly Mr. Roscorla never by any chance went walking 
with Wenna Rosewarne alone; and the younger sister — ^her- 
self too sulky to enter into conversation with him — ^used to 
enjoy the malicious pleasure of watching him shape his talk to 
suit the presence of a third person. For of course Miss Mabyn 
had read in books of the beautiful manner in which lovers 
speak to each other, and of their tender confidences as they sit 
by the sea or go rambling through the summer woods. Was 
not the time opportune for these idyllic ways ? All the uplands 
were yellowed with tall-standing com ; the sea was as blue and 
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as still as the sky overhead ; the gardens of Eglosilyan were 
sweet with honeysuckle and moss-roses, and in the evenings a 
paJe pink mist hung around the horizon, while the silver sickle 
of the moon came up into the violet sky, and the first pale 
stars appeared in the east. 

" If our Wenna had a proper sort of lover," Miss Mabyn 
used to say to herself, bitterly, "wouldn't I scheme to have 
them left alone ! I would watch for them like a watch-dog, 
that no one should come near them, and I should be as proud 
of him as Wenna herself; and how happy she would be in 
talking to me about him ! But this horrid old wretch — I wish 
he would fall over Black Cliff some day ! " 

She was not aware that, in becoming the constant com- 
panion of her sister, she was affording this dire enemy of 
hers a vast amount of relief Mr. Roscorla was in every 
way satisfied with his engagement ; the more he saw of Wenna 
Rosewame, the more he admired her utter self-forgetfulness, 
and liked a quaint and shy sort of humour that interfused her 
talk and her ways ; but he greatly preferred not to be alone 
with Jier. He was then beset by some vague impression that 
certain things were demanded of him, in the character of a 
lover, which were exceedingly embarrassing ; and which, if he 
did not act the part well, might awaken her ridicule. On the 
other hand, if he omitted all those things, might she not be 
surprised by his lack of affection, begin to suspect him, and 
end by disliking him ? Yet he knew that not for ten thousand 
worlds could he muster up courage to repeat one line of senti- 
mental poetry to her. 

As yet he had never even had the courage to kiss her. He 
knew that this was wrong. In his own house he reflected that 
a man engaged to a woman ought surely to give her some such 
mark of affection — say, in bidding her good-night ; and there- 
upon Mr. Roscorla would resolve that, as he left the inn that 
evening, he would endeavour to kiss his future bride. He 
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never succeeded. Somehow Wenna always parted from him in 
a merry mood These were pleasant evemngs in Mrs. Rose- 
wame's parlour ; there was a good deal of quiet fun going on ; 
and if Wenna did come along the passage to the door with 
him, she was generally talking and laughing all the way. Of 
course he was not going to kiss her in that mood — as if, to use 
his own expression, he had been a jocular ploughboy. 

He had kissed her hand once. That was on his first meet- 
ing her after she had written the letter in which she promised 
to be his wife, and Mrs. Rosewame had sent him into the room 
where she knew her daughter was alone. Wenna rose up to 
meet him, pale, frightened, with her eyes downcast He took 
her hand and kissed it ; and then, after a pause, he said, '' I 
hope I shall make you happy." She could not answer. She 
began to tremble violently. He asked her to sit down, and 
begged of her not to be disturbed. She was recalled to herself 
by the accidental approach of her sister Mabyn, who came 
along the passage, singing, "Oh, the men of merry, meny 
England," in excellent imitation of the way in which Hany 
Trelyon used to sing that once famous song as he rode his 
black horse along the highways. Mabyn came into the room, 
stared, and would have gone out, but that her sister called to her 
and asked her to come and hold down a pattern while she cut 
some cloth. Mabyn wondered that her sister should be so 
diligent when a visitor was present. She saw, too, that Wenna's 
fingers trembled. Then she remained in the room until Mr. 
Roscorla went, sitting by a window and not overhearing their 
conversation, but very much inclined to break in upon it by 
asking him how he dared to come there and propose to many 
her sister Wenna. 

" Oh, Wenna," she said, one evening some time after, idien 

the two sisters were sitting out on the rocks at the end of the 

harbour, watching the sun go down behind the sea, " I cannot 

' bear him coming to take you away like that I shoiddn't mind 
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if he were like a sweetheart to you ; but he's a multiplication- 
table sort of sweetheart — ever3rthing so regular, and accurate, 
and proper. I hate a man who always thinks what he's going 
to say, and alwa)rs has neat sentences; and he watches you, 
and is so self-satisfied, and his information is always so correct. 
Oh, Wenna, I wish you had a young and beautiful lover, Hke a 
Prince!'' 

"My dear child," said the elder sister, with a smile, "young 
and beautiful lovers are for young and beautiful girls, like you." 

" Oh, Wenna, how can you talk like that ! " said the 
younger sister ; " why will you always believe that you are less 
pretty than other people, when every one knows that you have 
the most beautiful eyes in all the world. You have ? There's 
not anybody in all the world has such beautiful and soft eyes 
as you — ^you ask anybody and they will tell you, if you don't 
believe me. But I have no doubt — I have no doubt whatever 
— tHat Mr. Roscorla will try to make you believe that you are 
very ugly, so that you mayn't think you've thrown yourself 
away." 

Miss Mabyn looked very indignant, and very much inclined 
to cry at the same time ; but the gentle sister put her hand on 
hers> and said — 

" You will make me quarrel with you some day, Mabyn, if 
you are so unjust to Mr. Roscorla. You are continually 
accusing him of things of which he never dreams. Now he 
never gets a chance that he does not try to praise me in every 
way, and if there were no looking-glasses in the world I have 
no doubt he would make me believe I was quite lovely ; and 
you shouldn't say those things of him, Mabyn — ^it isn't fair. 
He always speaks kindly of you. He thinks you are very 
pretty, and that you will grow up to be very beautiful when you 
become a woman." 

Mabyn was not to be pacified by this ingenuous piece of 
flattery. 
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"You are such a simpleton, Wenna," she said, "he can 
make you believe anything." 

"He does not try to make me believe anything I don't 
know already," said the elder sister, with some asperity. 

" He tries to make you believe he is in love with you," said 
Mabyn, bluntly. 

Wenna Rosewarne coloured up, and was silent for a minute. 
How was she to explain to this sister of hers all those theories 
which Mr. Roscorla had described to her in his first two or 
three letters? She felt that she had not the same gift of ex- 
pression that he had. 

"You don't understand — you don't understand at all, 
Mabyn, what you talk of as love. I suppose you mean the 
sort of wild madness you read of in books — ^well, I don't want 
that kind of love at all. There is a quite different sort of love, 
that comes of respect and affection and an agreement of wishes, 
and that is far more valuable and likely to be lasting. I don't 
want a lover who would do wild things, and make one wonder 
at his heroism, for that is the lover you get in books ; but if 
you want to live a happy life, and please those around you, 
and be of service to them, you must have a very different sort of 
sweetheart — a man who will think of something else than a 
merely selfish passion, who will help you to be kind to other 
people, and whose affection will last through years and years." 

"You have learnt your lesson very well," said Miss Mabyn, 
with a toss of her head. " He has spent some time in teaching 
you. But as for all that, Wenna, it's nothing but fudge. "What 
a girl wants is to be really loved by a man, and then she 
can do without all those fine sentiments. As for Mr. Ros- 
corla " 

" I do not think we are likely to agree on this matter, dear," 
said Wenna, calmly, as she rose, " and so we had better say 
nothing about it." 

" Oh, I am not going to quarrel with you, Wenna," said the 
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younger sister, promptly. " You and I will always agree very 
well. It is Mr. Roscorla and I who are not likely to agree 
very well — not at all likely, I can assure you." 

They were walking back to Eglosilyan, under the clear 
evening skies, when whom should they see coming out to meet 
them but Mr. Roscorla himself. It was a pleasant time and 
place for lovers to come together. The warm light left by the 
sunset still shone across the hills ; the clear blue-green water in 
the tiny harboiu: lay pejfectly still ; Eglosilyan had got its day's 
work over, and was either chatting in the cottage gardens or 
strolling down to have a look at the couple of coasters moored 
behind the small but powerful breakwater. But Mr. Roscorla 
had had no hope of discovering Wenna alone ; he was quite as 
well content to find Mabyn with her, though that young lady, 
as he came up, looked particularly fierce, and did not smile at 
all when she shook hands with him. Was it the red glow in 
the west that gave an extra tinge of colour to Mr. Roscorla's 
face ? Wenna felt that she was better satisfied with her engage- 
ment when her lover was not present ; but she put that down 
to a natural sh)mess and modesty which she considered was 
probably common to all girls in these strange circumstances. 

Mr. Roscorla wished to convoy the two young ladies back to 
the inn, and evidently meant to spend the evening there. But 
Miss Wenna ill requited his gallantry by informing him that she 
had intended to make one or two calls in the evening, which 
would occupy some time : in particular, she had undertaken to 
do something for Mrs. Luke's eldest girl; and she had also 
promised to go in and read for half an hour to Nicholas Keam, 
the brother of the wife of the owner of the Napoleon Hotel, 
who was very ill indeed, and far too languid to read for him« 
self. 

" But you know, Mr. Roscorla," said Mabyn, with a bitter 
malice, " if you would go into the Napoleon and read to Mr. 
Keam, Wenna and I could go up to Mother Luke's, and so we 
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should save all that time, and I am sure Wemia is very tired 
to-day. Then you would be so much better able to pick out 
the things in the papers that Mr. Keam wants; for Wenna 
never knows what is old and what is new, and Mr. Keam is 
anxious to learn what is going on in pohtics^ and the Irish 
Church, and that kind of thing." 

Could he refuse ? Surely a man who has just got a girl to 
say she will marry him, ought not to think twice about sacrific- 
ing half an hour to helping her in her occupations, especially if 
she be tired. Wenna could not have made the request herself; 
but she was anxious that he should say yes, now it had been 
made, for it was in a manner a test of his devotion to her; 
and she was overjoyed and most grateful to him when he con- 
sented. What Mabyn thought of the matter was not visible on 
her face. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

wenna's first triumph. 

The two girls, as they went up the main street of Eglosilyan (it 
was sweet with the scent of flowers on this beautiful evening), 
left Mr. Roscorla in front of the obscure little public-house he 
had undertaken to visit ; and it is probable that in the whole 
of England at that moment there was not a more miserable 
man. He knew this Nicholas Keam, and his sister, and his 
brother-in-law, so far as their names went, and they knew him 
by sight ; but he had never said more than good-morning to 
any one of them, and he had certainly never entered this pot- 
liouse, where a sort of debating society was nightly held by the 
habitues. But, all the same, he would do what he had under- 
taken to do, for Wenna Rosewame's sake; and it was with 
some sensation of a despairing heroism that he went up the 
steps of slate and crossed the threshold. 

He looked into the place from the passage. He found 
before him what was really a large kitchen, with a spacious fire- 
place, and heavy rafters across the roof; but all round the 
walls there was a sort of bench with a high wooden back to it, 
and on this seat sat a number of men — one or two labourers, 
the rest slate-workers — who, in the dusk, were idly smoking 
and looking at the beer on the narrow tables before them. 
Was this the sort of place that his future wife had been in the 
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habit of visiting ? There was a sort of gloomy pictiiresqueness 
about the chamber, to be sure ; for, warm as the evening was, 
a fire burned flickeringly in the grate ; there was enough light to 
show the tin and copper vessels shining over the high mantel- 
piece ; and a couple of fair-haired children were playing about 
the middle of the floor, little heeding the row of dusky figures 
around the tables, whose heads were half hidden by tobacco- 
smoke. 

A tall, thin, fresh-coloured woman came along the passage ; 
and Mr. Roscorla was glad that he had not to go in among 
these labourers to make his business known. It was bad 
enough to have to speak to Mrs. Haigh, the landlady of the 
Napoleon. 

" Good morning, Mrs. Haigh,*' said he, with an appearance 
of cheerfulness. 

"Good evenin', zor," said she, staring at him with those 
cruelly shrewd and clear eyes that the Cornish peasantry 
have. 

" I called in to see Mr. Keam," said he. " Is he much 
better? " 

" If yii'd like vor to see'n, zor," said she, rather slowly, as 
if waiting for further explanation, " yii'll vind 'n in the riim " — 
and with that she opened the door of a room on the other side 
of the passage. It was obviously the private parloiu: of the 
household — an odd little chamber with plenty of coloured litho- 
graphs on the walls, and china and photographs on the mantel- 
piece; the floor of large blocks of slate ornamented with various 
devices in chalk ; in the comer a cupboard filled with old 
cut crystal, brass candlesticks, and other articles of luxury. 
The room had one occupant — a tall man who sate in a big 
wooden chair by the window, his head hanging forward between 
his high shoulders, and his thin white hands on the arms of the 
chair. The sunken cheeks, the sallow-white complexion, the 
listless air, and an occasional sigh of resignation told a suf- 
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ficiently plain story; although Mrs. Haigh, in regarding her 
brother, and speaking to him in a low voice, as if to arouse his 
attention, wore an air of brisk cheerfulness strangely in contrast 
with the worn look of his face. 

"Don't yii knaw Mr. Roscorla, brother Nicholas?" said 
his sister. " Don't yii look mazed, when he's come vor to zee 
if yii're better. And yii be much better to-day, brother 
Nicholas ? " 

"Yes, I think," said the sick man, agreeing with his sister 
out of mere listlessness. 

" Oh yes, I think you look much better," said Mr. Roscorla, 
hastily and nervously, for he feared that both these people 
would see in his face what he thought of this unhappy man's 
chances of living. But Nicholas Keam mostly kept his eyes 
turned towards the floor, except when the brisk, loud voice of 
his sister roused him and caused him to look up. 

A most awkward pause ensued. Mr. Roscorla felt con- 
vinced they would think he was mad if he offered to sit do\vn 
in this parlour and read the newspapers to the invalid; he 
forgot that they did not know him as well as he did himself 
On the other hand, would they not consider him a silly person 
if he admitted that he only innde the offer in order to 
please a girl ? Besides, he could see no newspapers in the 
room. Fortunately, at this moment, Mr. Keam himself came 
to the rescue by saying, in a slow and languid way — 

" I did expect vor to zee Miss Rosewame this evenin' — 
yaas, I did; and she were to read me the news ; but I suppose 
now " 

" Oh ! " said Mr. Roscorla, quickly, " I have just seen Miss 
Rosewame — she told me she expected to see you, but was a 
little tired. Now, if you like, I will read the newspapers to you 
as long as the light lasts." 

" Why don't yii thank the gentleman, brother Nicholas ? " 
said Mrs. Haigh, who was apparently most anxious to g^et 
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away to her duties. " That be very kind of yu, zor. 'Tis a 
great comfort to 'n to hear the news \ and I'll send yii in the 
papers to once. Yii com away with me, Rosana, and yii can 
come agwain and bring the gentleman the newspapers." 

She dragged off with her a small girl who had wandered in; 
and Mr. Roscorla was left alone with the sick man. The 
feelings in his heart were not those which Wenna would 
have expected to find there as the result of the exercise of 
charity. 

The small girl came back, and gave him the newspapen. 
He began to read ; she sate down before him and stared up 
into his face. Then a brother of hers came in, and he, too^ 
sate down, and proceeded to stare. Mr. Roscorla inwardly 
began to draw pictures of the astonishment of certain of his dd 
acquaintances if they had suddenly opened that small door, 
and found him, in the parlour of an ale-house, reading stale 
political articles to an apparently uninterested invalid and a 
couple of cottage children. 

He was thankful that the light was rapidly declining ; and 
long before he had reached the half-hour he made that his 
excuse for going. 

" The next time I come, Mr. Keam," said he, cheerfiilly, as 
he rose and took his hat, " J shall come earlier." 

"I did expect vor to zee Miss Rosewame this evenirf,** 
said Nicholas Keam, ungratefully paying no heed to the hypo- 
critical offer j " vor she were here yesterday mamin', and she 
told me that Mr. Trelyon had zeen my brother in London 
streets, and I want vor to know mower about 'n, I dii" 

'^ She told you ? " Mr. Roscorla said, with a sudden and 
wild suspicion filling his mind. '^ How did she know that Mc 
Trelyon was in London ? " 

" How did she knaw ? " repeated the sick man, indolentily. 
" Why, he zaid zo in the letter." 

So Mr. Trelyon, whose whereabouts were not even known 
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to his own family, was in correspondence with Miss Rose- 
wame, and she had carefully concealed the fact from the man 
she was going to marry. Mr. Roscorla rather absently took 
his leave. When he went outside, a clear twilight was shining 
over Eglosilyan, and the first of the yellow stars were palely 
visible in the grey. He walked slowly down towards the inn. 

If Mr. Roscorla had any conviction on any subject what- 
ever, it was this — that no human being ever thoroughly and 
without reserve revealed himself or herself to any other human 
being. Of course he did not bring that as a charge against the 
human race, or against that member of it from whose individual 
experience he had derived his theory — himself; he merely 
accepted this thing as one of the facts of life. People, he con- 
sidered, might be fairly honest, well-intentioned, and moral; 
but inside the circle of their actions and sentiments that were 
openly declared there was another circle only known to them- 
selves ; and to this region the foul bird of suspicion, as soon as 
• it was bom, immediately fled on silent wings. Not that, after 
a minute's consideration, he suspected anything very terrible in 
the present case. He was more vexed than alarmed. And 
yet at times, as he slowly walked down the steep street, he 
grew a little angry, and wondered how this apparently in- 
genuous creature should have concealed firom him her cor- 
respondence with Harry Trelyon, and resolved that he would 
have a speedy explanation of the whole matter. He was too 
shrewd a man of the world to be tricked by a girl, or trifled 
with by an impertinent lad. 

He was overtaken by the two girls, and they walked 
together the rest of the way. Wenna was in excellent spirits, 
and was very kind and grateful to him. Somehow, when he 
heard her low and sweet laughter, and saw the frank kindness 
of her dark eyes, he abandoned the gloomy suspicions that had 
crossed his mind; but he still considered that he had been 
injured, and that the injury was all the greater in that he had 
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just been persuaded into making a fool of himself for Wenna 
Rosewame's sake. 

He said nothing to her then, of course ; and, as the evening 
passed cheerfully enough in Mrs. Rosewame's parlour, he re- 
solved he would postpone inquiry into this matter. He had 
never seen Wenna so pleased herself, and so obviously bent on 
pleasing others. She petted her mother, and said slyly sarcastic 
things of her father, until George Rosewame roared with 
laughter ; she listened with respectful eyes and attentive ears 
when Mr. Roscorla pronounced an opinion on the affairs of the 
day : and she dexterously cut rolls of paper and dressed up her 
sister Mabyn to represent a lady of the time of Elizabeth, to the 
admiration of everybody. Mr. Roscorla had inwardly to con- 
fess that he had secured for himself a most charming and 
delightful wife, who would make a wonderful difference in those 
dull evenings up at Basset Cottage. 

He only half guessed the origin of Miss Wenna*s great and 
obvious satisfaction. It was really this — that she had that 
evening reaped the first welcome fruits of her new relations in 
finding Mr. Roscorla ready to go and perform acts of charity. 
But for her engagement, that would certainly not have hap- 
pened ; and this, she believed, was but the auspicious b^;in- 
ning. Of course Mr. Roscorla would have laughed if she had 
informed him of her belief that the regeneration of the whole 
little world of Eglosilyan — something like the Millennium, 
indeed — was to come about merely because an innkeeper's 
daughter was about to be made a married woman. Wenna 
Rosewame, however, did not formulate any such belief; but 
she was none the less proud of the great results that had 
already been secured by — by what ? By her sacrifice of herself? 
She did not pursue the subject so far. 

Her delight was infectious. Mr. Roscorla, as he walked 
home that night — under the throbbing starlight, with the sound 
of the Atlantic murmuring through the darkness — ^was, on the 
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whole, rather pleased that he had been vexed on hearing of 
that letter from Harry Trelyon. He would continue to be 
vexed. He would endeavour to be jealous without measure ; 
for how can jealousy exist if an anxious love is not also present ? 
and, in fact, should not a man who is really fond of a woman 
be quick to resent the approach of any one who seems to inter- 
fere with his right of property in her affections ! By the time 
he reached Basset Cottage, Mr. Roscorla had very nearly per- 
suaded himself into the belief that he was really in love with 
Wanna Rosewame, 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE RING OF EVIL OMEN. 

One of Wenna's many friends outside the village in which she 
lived was a strange misshapen creature who earned his living 
by carrying sand from one of the bays on the coast to the 
farmers on the uplands above. This he did by means of a 
troop of donkeys — small, rough, light-haired, and large-eyed 
animals — that struggled up the rude and steep path on the face 
of the cliff, with the bags on their backs that he had laboriously 
filled below. It was a sufficiently cheerless occupation for this 
unfortunate hunchback, and not a very profitable one. The 
money he got from the farmers did not much more than cover 
the keep of the donkeys. He seldom spoke to any human 
being ; for who was going to descend that rough and narrow 
path down to the shore — ^where he and his donkeys appeared 
to be no bigger than mice — with the knowledge that there was 
no path round the precipitous coast, and that nothing would 
remain but the long climb up again ? 

Wenna Rosewame had some pity for this solitary wretch, 
who toiled at his task with the melancholy Atlantic before him, 
and behind him a great and lonely wall of crumbling slate; 
and, whenever she had time, she used to walk with her sister 
across from Eglosilyan by the high-lying downs until they 
reached this little indentation in the coast where a curve of 



THE RING OF EVIL OMEN. 87 

yellow sand was visible far below. If this poor fellow and his 
donkeys were to be seen from the summit, the two girls had 
little fear of the fatigue of descending the path down the side of 
the steep cliff; and the object of their visit used to be highly 
pleased and flattered by their coming to chat with him for a few 
minutes. He would hasten the filling of his bags so as to 
ascend again with them, and, in a strange tongue that even the 
two Cornish girls could not always understand, he would talk to 
them of the merits of his favourite donkeys, of their willingness, 
and strength, and docility. They never took him any tracts ; 
they never uttered a word of condolence or sympathy. Their 
visit was merely of the nature of a friendly call; but it was 
a mark of attention and kindliness that gave the man something 
pleasant to think of for days thereafter. 

Now, on one of these occasions, Mr. Roscorla went with 
Wenna and her sister ; and although he did not at all see the 
use of going down this precipitous cliff for the mere purpose of 
toiling up again, he was not going to confess that he dreaded 
the fatigue of it Moreover, this was another mission of charity ; 
and, although he had not called again on Mr. Keam — although, 
in fact, he had inwardly vowed that the prayers of a thousand 
imgels would not induce him again to visit Mr. Keam — he was 
anxious that Wenna should believe that he still remained her 
pupil. So, with a good grace, he went down the tortuous path- 
way to the desolate little bay where the sand-carrier was at 
work. He stood and looked at the sea while Wenna chatted 
with her acquaintance ; he studied the rigging of the distant 
ships ; he watched the choughs and daws flying about the face 
of the rocks ; he drew figures on the sand with the point of his 
cane, and wondered whether he would be back in good time for 
luncheon if this garrulous , hunchback jabbered in his guttural 
way for another hour. Then he had the pleasure of climbing up 
the cliff again, with a whole troop of donkeys going before him 
in Indian file up the narrow and zig-zag path, and at last he 
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reached the summit. His second effort in the way of charity 
had been accomphshed. 

He proposed that the young ladies should sit down to rest 
for a few minutes, after the donkeys and their driver had 
departed ; and accordingly the three strangers chose a block of 
slate for a seat, with the warm grass for a footstool, and all 
around them the beauty of an August morning. The sea was 
ruffled into a dark blue where it neared the horizon ; but doser 
at hand it was pale and still. The sun was hot on the bleak 
pasture-land. There was a scent of fern and wild thyme in the 
air. 

" By the way, Wenna," said Mr. Roscorla, " I wonder you 
have never asked me why I have not yet got you an engaged 
ring." 

"Wenna does not want an engaged ring," said Miss Mabyn, 
sharply. " They are not worn now." 

This audacious perversion of fact on the part of the self- 
willed young beauty was in reality a sort of cry of despair. If 
Mr. Roscorla had not yet spoken of a ring to Wenna, Mabyn 
nad ; and Mabyn had besought of her sister not to accept this 
symbol of hopeless captivity. 

"Oh, Wenna !" she had said, "if you take a ring from him. 
I shall look on you as carried away from us for ever." 

" Nonsense, Mabyn," the elder sister had said. " The ring 
is of no importance ; it is the word you have spoken that is." 

" Oh no, it isn't," Mabyn said earnestly. " As long as you 
don't wear a ring, Wenna, I still fancy I shall get you back 
from him ; and you may say what you like, but you are fax too 
good for him." 

" Mabyn, you are a disobedient child," the elder sister said, 
stopping the argument with a kiss, and not caring to raise a 
quarrel. 

Well, when Mr. Roscorla was suddenly confronted by this 
statement, he was startled ; but he inwardly resolved that, as 
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soon as he and Wenna were married, he would soon bring Miss 
Mabyn's interference in their affairs to an end. At present he 
merely said, mildly — 

" I was not aware that engaged rings were no longer worn. 
However, if that be so, it is no reason why we should discon- 
tinue a good old custom ; and I have put off getting you one, 
Wenna, because I knew I had to go to London soon. I find 
now I must go on Monday next ; and so I want you to tell me 
what sort of stones you like best in a ring." 

"I am sure I don't know," Wenna said, humbly and 
dutifully. " I am sure to like whatever you choose." 

" But what do you prefer yourself? " he again said. 

Wenna hesitated, but Miss Mabyn did not. She was pre- 
pared foL the crisis. She had foreseen it 

"Oh, Mr. Roscorla," she said (and you would not have 
fancied there was any guile or malice in that young and pretty 
face, with its tender blue eyes and its proud and sweet mouth), 
" don't you know that Wenna likes emeralds ? " 

Mr. Roscorla was very near telling the younger sister to 
mind her own business ; but he was afraid. He only said, in a 
stiff way, to his betrothed — 

" Do you like emeralds ? " 

"I think they are very pretty,'* Wenna replied, meekly. 
" I am sure I shall like any ring you choose." 

"Oh, very well," said he, rather discontented that she 
would show no preference. " I shall get you an emerald ring." 

When she heard this decision, the heart of Mabyn Rose- 
wame was filled with an unholy joy. This was the rhyme that 
was running through her head : — 

Ohi greer^ s forsaken, 
A nd yellow's forsworn^ 
And blue's the sweetest 
Colour that's worn I 

Wenna was saved to her now. How could any two people 
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marry who had engaged themselves with an emerald ring? 
There was a great deal of what might be called natural religion 
in this young lady, to distinguish it from that which she had 
been taught on Sunday forenoons and at her mother's knee: 
a belief in occult influences ruling the earth, unnamable^ 
undefinable, but ever present and ever active. If feirly 
challenged, she might have scrupled to say that she believed in 
Browneys, or the Small People, or in any one of the thousand 
superstitions of the Cornish peasantry. But she faithfully 
observed these superstitions. If her less heedful sister put a 
cut loaf upside down on the plate, Mabyn would instantly right 
it, and say " Oh, Wenna ! " as if her sister had forgotten that 
that simple act meant that some ship was in sore distress. If 
Wenna laughed at any of these fancies, Mabyn said nothing; 
but all the same she was convinced in her own mind that 
things happened to people in a strange fashion, and in accord- 
ance with omens that might have been remarked. She knev 
that if Mr. Roscorla gave Wenna a ring of emeralds, Mr. 
Roscorla would never marry her. 

One thing puzzled her, however. Which of the two was to 
be the forsaken ? Was it Wenna or Mr. Roscorla who would 
break this engagement that the younger sister had set her heart 
against ? Well, she would not have been sorry if Mr. Roscorla 
were the guilty party, except in so far as some humiliation 
might thereby fall on Wenna. But the more she thought of 
the matter, the more she was convinced that Mr. Roscorla iras 
aware he had the best of the bargain, and was not at all likely 
to seek to escape from it. It was he who must be forsaken; 
and she had no pity for him. What right had an old man to 
come and try to carry off her sister — her sister whose lover 
ought to be "young and beautiful like a prince?" Mabyn 
kept repeating the lines to herself all the time they walked 
homewards ; and if Wenna had asked her a question just then, 
the chances are she would have answered — 
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Oh^ green^s forsaken f 
And yellou^s Jbrswom^ 
And blue's the sweetest 
Colour thafs worn I 

But Wenna was otherwise engaged during this homeward walk. 
Mr. Roscorla, having resolved to go to London, thought he 
might as well have that little matter about Harry Trelyon 
cleared up before he went. He had got all the good out of it 
possible, by nursing whatever unquiet suspicions it provoked, 
and trying to persuade himself that as he was in some measure 
jealous he must in some measure be in love. But he had not 
the courage to take these suspicions with him to London ; they 
were not pleasant travelling companions. 

" I wonder," he said, in rather a nervous way, " whether I 
shall see young Trelyon in London." 

Wenna was not at all disturbed by the mention of the 
name. She only said, with a smile — 

*' It is a big place to seek any one in.'* 

" You know he is there ? " 

" Oh yes," she answered directly. 

"It is odd that you should know, for he has not told any 
one up at Trelyon Hall ; in fact, no one appears to have heard 
anything about him but yourself." 

" How very silly of him," Wenna said, " to be so thought- 
less ! Doesn't his mother know? Do you think she would 
like to know ? " 

"Well," said he, with marked coldness, "doubtless she 
would be surprised at his having communicated with you in 
preference to any one else." 

Wenna's soft dark eyes were turned up to his face with a 
sudden look of astonishment. He had never spoken to her in 
this way before. She could not understand. And then she 
said, very quickly, and with a sudden flush of colour to the 
jxale face — 
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" Oh ! but this letter is only about the dog. I will show it 
to you. I have it in my pocket." 

She took out the letter and handed it to him; and he 
might have seen that her hand trembled. She was very much 
perturbed — she scarcely knew why. But there was something 
in his manner that had almost frightened her — something 
distant, and harsh, and suspicious ; and surely she had done 
no wrong? 

He smoothed out the crumpled sheet ot paper, and a con- 
temptuous smile passed over his face. 

" He writes with more care to you than to other people ; 
but I can't say much for his handwriting at the best." 

Wenna coloiured, and said nothing ; but Mabyn remarked, 
rather warmly — 

"I don't think a man need try to write like a dancing- 
master, if he means vhat he says, and can tell you that frankly." 

Mr. Roscorla did not heed this remarkably incoherent 
speech, for he was reading the letter, which ran as follows : — 

^^ Nolan^s Hotel, Loftdan, yUly 30, 18 — 

"Dear Miss Rosewarne, 

" I know you would like to have Rock, and he's 

no good at all as a retreaver, and I Ve written to Luke to take 

him down to you at the Inn, and I shall be very pleased if you 

will accept him as a present from me. Either Luke or your 

father will tell you how to feed him ; and I am sure you will 

be kind to him, and not chain him up, and give him "plenty 

of exersise. I hope you are all well at the Inn, and that 

Mabyn's pigeons have not flowne away. Tell her not to forget 

the piece of looking-glass. 

" Yours faithfully, 

"Harry Trelyon. 

"RS. — I met Joshua Keam quite by accident yesterday. 
He asked for you most kindly. His leg has been ampitated 

at last." 
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Here was nothing at which a jealous lover might grumble. 
Mr. Roscorla handed back the letter with scarcely a word, 
leaving Wenna to puzzle over what had happened to make 
him look at her in that strange way. As for Miss Mabyn, that 
young lady would say nothing to hurt her sister's feelings ; but 
she said many a bitter thing to herself about the character of 
a gentleman who would read another gentleman's letter, par- 
ticularly when the former was an elderly gentleman and the 
latter a young one, and most of all when the young gentleman 
had been writing to a girl, and that girl her sister Wenna. 
"But green's forsaken," Mabyn said to herself, as if there 
was great comfort in that reflection — "green's forsaken, and 
yellow's forsworn ! " 

And so Mr. Roscorla was going away from Eglosilyan for 
a time, and Wenna would be left alone. 

Certainly, if this brief separation promised to afflict her 
grievously, it had not that effect in the mean time ; for once 
she had gone over the matter in her mind, and sketched out, 
as was her wont, all that she ought to do, she quickly recovered 
her cheerfulness, and was in very good spirits indeed when the 
small party reached Eglosilyan. And here was a small and 
sun-burnt boy — Master Pentecost Luke, in fact — waiting for 
her right in the middle of the road in front of the inn, whom 
she caught up, and kissed, and scolded all at once. 

" Whatever are you doing do\vn here, sir, all by your- 
self?" 

" I have tum to see you," the small boy said, in no way 
frightened or abashed by her rough usage of him. 

"And so you want Mr. Trelyon to ride over you again, 
do you? Haven't I told you never to come here without 
some of your brothers and sisters ? Well, say ' How do you 
do?' to the gentleman. Don't you know Penny Luke, Mr. 
Roscorla ? " 

** I believe I have that honour," said Mr. Roscorla, with 
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a smile, but not at all pleased to be kept in the middle of the 
road chattering to a cottager's child. 

Miss Wenna presently showed that she was a well-biult and 
active young woman by swinging Master Penny up, and perch- 
ing him on her shoulder, in which fashion she carried him into 
the inn. 

" Penny is a great friend of mine," she said to Mr. Roscorlat 
who would not himself have attempted that feat of skill and 
dexterity, '' and you must make his acquaintance. He is a 
very good boy on the whole, but sometimes he goes near to 
breaking my heart. I shall have to give him up, and take 
another sweetheart, if he doesn't mind. He will eat with hb 
fingers, and he will run out and get among horses' feet ; and 
as for the way he conducts himself when his face is being 
washed, and he is being made like a gentleman, I never saw 
the like of it." 

Master Penny did not seem much ashamed ; he was, in 
fact, too proud of his position. They marched him into the 
inn, where, doubtless, he received all the petting and other 
good things he had been shrewdly expecting. 

Mabyn said her prayers that night in the ordinary and 
formal fashion. She prayed for her father and mother and for 
her sister Wenna, as she had been taught ; and she added in 
the Princess of Wales on her own account, because she liked 
her pretty face. She also prayed that she herself should be 
made humble and good, desirous of serving her fellow- 
creatures, and charitable to every one. AU this was done in 
due order. 

But in point of fact her heart was at that moment far from 
being meek and charitable j it was, on the contrary, filled with 
bitterness and indignation. And the real cry of her soul, 
imknown to herself, went out to all the vague, imaginative 
powers of magic and witchcraft — to the m}'sterious influences 
of the stars and the strange controllers of chance : and it was 
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to these that she looked for the rescue of her sister from the 
doom that threatened her, and to them that she appealed, with 
a yearning far too great for words or even for tears. When she 
was but a child playing among the rocks, she had stumbled on 
the dead body of a sailor that had been washed ashore ; and 
she had run, white and trembling, into the village with the 
news. Afterwards she was told that on the hand of the corpse 
a ring with a green stone in it was found ; and then she heard 
for the first time the rhyme that had never since left her 
memory. She certainly did not wish that Mr. Roscorla should 
die ; but she as certainly wished that her sister Wenna should 
be saved from becoming his wife; and she reflected with a 
fierce satisfaction that it was she who had driven him to 
promise that Wenna's engaged ring should be composed of 
those fatal stones. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE SNARES OF LONDON. 

If Mr. Harry Trelyon was bent on going to the devil, to use 
his own phrase, he went a quiet way about it On the warm 
and close evening of a summer day he arrived in London. A 
red smoke hung about the western sky, over the tops of the 
houses ; the thoroughfares that were in shadow were filled with 
a pale blue mist ; the air was still and stifling — very different 
from that which came in at night from the sea to the gardens 
and cottages of Eglosilyan. He drove down through these hot 
and crowded streets to an hotel near Charing Cross — ^an old 
fashioned little place much frequented by west-country people, 
who sometimes took rooms there, and brought their daughters 
'up for a month or so of the season, at which time no other 
guests could obtain admission. At ordinary times, however, the 
place was chiefly tenanted by a few country gentlemen and a 
clergyman or two, who had small sitting-rooms, in which they 
dined with their families, and in which they drank a glass oi 
something hot before going to bed at night after coming home 
from the theatre. 

Harry Trelyon was familiar with the place, and its ways, and 
the traditions of his father and grandfather having invariably 
come to it ; and, following in their footsteps, he, too, obtained 
a private sitting-room as well as a bed-room, and then he 
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irdered dinner. It was not much in the way of a banquet for 
young gentleman who was determined to go to the devil. It 
onsisted of a beefsteak and a pint of claret ; and it was served 
1 a fairly-sized, old-fashioned, dimly-lit room, the furniture of 
rhich was of that very substantial sort that is warranted to look 
iingy for a couple of generations. He was attended by a very 
•Id and shrunken waiter, whose white whiskers were more 
espectable than^his shabby clothes. On his first entrance into 
be room he had looked at the young man who, in a rough 
hooting suit, was stretched out at full length in an easy-chair ; 
nd, in answering a question, he had addressed him by his 
tame. 

" How do you know my name ? " the lad said. 

" Ah, sir, there's no mistaking one o* your family. I can 
emember your grandfather, and your uncle, and your father. 
)id you never hear, sir, that I was a witness for your father at 
he police-court ? " 

" What row was that ? " the young gentleman asked, show- 
tig his familiarity with the fact that the annals of the Trelyons 
rere of a rather stormy character. 

"Why, sir," the old man said, warming up into a little 
ixcitement, and unconsciously falling into something like the 
»rovincial accent of his youth, " I believe you was in the hotel 
.t the time — yes, as well as I can recollect, you was a little chap 
hen, and had gone to bed. Well, maybe I'm wrong — ^'tis a 
jood few years agone. But, anyhow, your father and that good 
ady your mother, they were a-coming home from a theatre ; and 
here was two or three young fellers on the pavement — I was 
he porter then, sir — and I think that one of 'em called out to 
he other, ' Well, here's a country beauty,' or some such cheek. 
But, anyhow, your father, sir, he knocks him aside, and takes 
lis good lady into the door of the hotel, and then they was for 
bllerin' of him, but as soon as she was inside, then he turns, 
ind there was a word or two, and one of 'em he ups with a stick. 
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and says I to myself, ' I can't stand aby and see three or four 
set on one gentleman ; ' but lor ! sir — ^well, you wouldn't believe 
it — but before I could make a step, there was two of 'em l)dn* on 
the pavement — clean, straight down, sir, with their hats running 
into the street — and the other two making off as fast as they 
could bolt across the square. Oh, lor, sir, wa'n't it beautiful ! 
And the way as your father turned and says he to me, with a 
laugh like, ' Tomlins,' says he, ' you can give them gentlemen 
a glass of brandy and water when they ask for it * ! And the 
magistrate, sir, he was a real sensible gentleman, and he give it 
hot to these fellers, for they began the row, sir, and no mistake; 
but to see the way they went down — lor, sir, you can't believe 
it!'* 

*' Oh, can't I, though ? " Master Harry said, with a roar of 
laughter. " Don't you make any mistake, I say, what did you 
say your name was ? " 

" My name, sir," said the old man, suddenly sinking firom 
the epic heights which had lent a sort of inspiration to his fece, 
down to the oidinary chastened and respectful bearing of a 
waiter, " my name, sir, in the hotel is Charles ; but your good 
father, sir, he knowed my name, which is Tomlins, sir." 

" Well, look here, Tomlins," the boy said, " you go and ask 
the landlady to give you a holiday this evening, and come in 
and smoke a pipe with me." 

" Oh, lor, sir," the old waiter said, aghast at the very notion, 
" I couldn't do that It would be as much as my place is 
worth." 

" Oh, never mind your place — I'll get you a better one," 
the lad said, with a sort of royal carelessness. " I'll get you a 
place down in Cornwall. You come and help our butler— he's 
a horrid old fool. When I come of age, I mean to build a 
house there for myself. No, I think I shall have rooms in 
London — ^anyhow, I'll give you;^ioo a year." 

The old man shook his head. 
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" No, sir, thank you vety much, sir. I'm too old to begin 
again. You want a younger man than me. Beg your pardon, 
sir, but they're ringing for me." 

" Poor old beggar ! " said Trelyon to himself, when the 
waiter had left the room ; " I wonder if he's married, and if he's 
got any kids that one could help. And so he was a witness for 
my father. Well, he shan't suffer for that." 

Master Harry finished his steak and his pint of claret ; then 
he lit a cigar, got into a hansom, and drove up to a street in 
Seven Dials, where he at length discovered a certain shop. The 
shutters were on the windows, and a stout old lady was taking 
in from the door the last of the rabbit-hutches and cages that 
had been out there during the evening. 

" You're Mrs. Finch, ain't you ? " Trelyon said, maldng his 
way into the shop, which was lit inside by a solitary jet of gas. 

" Yes, sir," said the woman, looking up at the tall young man 
in the rough shooting-costume and brown wideawake. 

" Well, my name's Trelyon, and I'm come to blow you up. 
A pretty mess you made of that flamingo for me — why, a bishop 
in lawn sleeves couldn't have stuffed it worse. Where did you 
ever see a bird with a neck like a corkscrew ? — and when I 
opened it to put it straight, then I found out all your tricks, 
Mrs. Finch." 

" But you know, sir," said Mrs. Finch, smiling blandly, " it 
ain't our line of business." 

" Well, I'd advise you to get somebody else next time to 
stuff for you. However, I bear you no malice. You show me 
what you've got in the way of live stock ; and if you take fifty 
per cent off your usual prices, I'll let the corkscrew flamingo 
go." 

A minute thereafter he was being conducted down some 
very dark steps into a subterranean cellar by this stout old 
woman, who carried a candle in front of him. Their entrance 
into this large, dismal, and strangely filled place — ^at the further 



loo THREE FEATHERS. 

end of which was a grating looking up to the street — awoke a 
profound commotion among the animals around. Cocks began 
to crow, suddenly awakened birds fluttered up and down their 
cages, parroquets and cockatoos opened their sleepy eyes and 
mechanically repeated " Pretty Polly!" and "Good-night! good- 
night ! " Even the rabbits stared solemnly from behind the 
bars. 

" What have you got there ? " said Trelyon to his guide, 
pointing to a railway milk-can which stood in the comer, nearly 
filled with earth. 

" A mole, sir," said Mrs. Finch ; " it is a plajrthing of one 
of my boys ; but I could let you have it, sir, if you have any 
curiosity that way." 

"Why, bless you, IVe had 'em by the dozen. I don't 
know how many IVe let escape into our kitchen-garden, all 
with a string tied to their leg. Don't they go down a cracker 
if you let 'em loose for a second ? I should say that fellow in 
there was rather disgusted when he came to the tin, don't you 
think? Got any cardinals, Mrs. Finch? I lost every one o' 
them you sent me." 

" Dear, dear me ! " said Mrs. Finch, showing very great 
concern. 

" Ay, you may well say that. Every one o' them, and about 
forty more birds besides, before I found out what it was — ^an in- 
fernal weasel that had made its way into the rockwork of my 
aviary, and there he lived at his ease for nearly a fortnight, just 
killing whatever he chose, and the beggar seemed to have a fancy 
for the prettiest birds. I had to pull the whole place to pieces 
before I found him out — and there he was, grinning and snarl- 
ing in a comer. By Jove ! didn't I hit him a whack with a 
stick I had ! There were no more birds for him in this 
world." 

At this moment Mrs. Finch's husband and two of her small 
boys came downstairs; and very soon the conversation on 
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natural history became general, each one anxious to give his 
experiences of the wonderful things he had observed, even if 
his travels had carried him no further than Battersea Reaches. 
Master Harry forgot that he had left a hansom at the door. 
There was scarcely an animal in this dungeon that he did not 
examine ; and when he suddenly discovered that it was con- 
siderably past eleven o'clock, he found himself the owner of 
about as much property as would have filled two cabs. He 
went upstairs, dismissed the hansom, and got a four-wheeler, in 
which he deposited the various cages, fish-globes, and what not, 
that he had bought ; and then he drove off to his hotel, getting 
all the waiters in the place to assist in carrying these various 
objects tenderly upstairs. Thus ended his first evening in 
London, the chief result of which was that his sitting-room 
had assumed the appearance of a bird-catcher's window. 

Next forenoon he walked up into Hyde Park to have a 
look at the horses. Among the riders he recognized several 
people whom he knew — some of them, indeed, related to him 
— ^but he was careful to take no notice of them. 

" Those women," he said to himself, in a sensible manner, 
^' don't want to recognize a fellow who has a wide-awake on. 
They would do it, though, if you presented yourself; and they 
would ask you to lunch or to tea in the afternoon. Then you'd 
find yourself among a lot of girls, all with their young men 
about them, and the young men would wonder how the dickens 
you came to be in a shooting-coat in London." 

So he pursued his way, and at length found himself in the 
Zoological Gardens. He sat for nearly an hour staring at the 
lions and tigers, imagining all sorts of incidents as he looked at 
their sleepy and cruel eyes, and wondering what one splendid 
fellow would do if he went down and stroked his nose. He 
had the satisfaction also of seeing the animals fed ; and he 
went round with the man, and had an interesting conversation 
with him. 
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Then he went and had some luncheon himself, and got into 
talk with the amiable young lady who waited on him, who 
expressed in generous terms, with' a few superfluous K^ the 
pleasure which she derived from going to the theatre. 

" Oh, do you like it ? " he said carelessly ; " I never go. I 
always 'fall asleep — country habits, you know. But you get 
somebody to go with you, and I'll send you a couple of places 
for to-morrow night, if you like." 

" I think I could get some one to take me," said the young 
lady, with a pretty little simper. 

"Yes, I should think you could," he said bluntly. " Whafs 
your name ? " 

He wrote it down on one of his own cards, and went his 
way. 

The next place of entertainment he visited was an American 
bowling-alley, in the neighbourhood of Covent Garden, a highly 
respectable place to which gentlemen resorted for the purpose 
of playing a refined sort of skittles. Master Harry merely 
wanted to practise, and also to stretch his arms and legs. He 
had just begun, however, to send the big balls crashing into 
the pins at the further end of the long alley, when the only 
visitor in the place — a sailor-looking person, with a red fece, 
who was smoking a very elaborate meerschaum — offered to 
play a game with him. 

"All right," said Trelyon. 

" For a couple of bob ? " says the stranger. 

" Do you mean two shillings ? " asks the young man, calmly 
looking down upon the person with the red face ; for, of course, 
Harry Trelyon never used slang. 

" Yes," said the other, with much indifference, as he selected 
one of the balls. 

They played a game, and Trelyon won easily. They played 
another, and again he won. They played a third, and stiU he 
won. 
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** Oh, let's play for a sovereign," said the stranger. 

." No," said the young man ; " I'm going." 

Well, this did not at all seem to suit his opponent, who 
became rather demonstrative in manner. He did not like 
gentlemen coming in to win money, without giving a fellow a 
chance of winning it back. At this, Trelyon turned suddenly 
— ^he had not yet put on his coat — and said : 

" What do you mean ? I won't play any more, but I'll 
knock the head off you in two minutes, if that'll suit you 
better." 

The gentleman with the red face paused for a minute. He 
was evidently in a nasty temper. He looked at the build of 
the young man ; he also observed that one of the assistants 
was drawing near; and still he said nothing. Whereupon 
Master Harry quietly put on his coat, lit a cigar, gave a friendly 
nod to his late opponent, and walked out 

In this wise he lounged about London for a day or two, 
looking in at Tattersall's, examining new breechloaders in shops 
in St James's Street, purchasing ingenuities in fishing-tackle, 
and very frequently feeding the ducks in the Serpentine with 
bread bought of the boys standing round. It was not a very 
lively sort of existence, he found. Colonel Ransome had left 
for Scotland on the very day before his arrival in London, so 
that peaceable and orderly means of getting that dowry for 
Wenna Rosewame were not at hand; and Master Harry, 
though he was enough of a devil-may-care, had no intention of 
going to the Jews for the money until he was driven to that 
Colonel Ransome, moreover, had left his constituents unrepre- 
sented in the House during the last few days of the session, 
and had quietly gone off to Scotland tor the 12 th, so that it 
was impossible to say when he might return. Meanwhile 
yoimg Trelyon made the acquaintance of whatever birds, 
beasts, and fishes he could find in London, until he got a little 
tired. 
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All of a sudden it struck him one evening, as a happy 
relief, that he would sit do'wn and write to Wenna Rosewame. 
He ordered in pens, ink, and paper with much solemnity ; and 
then he said to the old waiter, " Tomlins, how do you spdl 
' retriever ' ? " 

" I ain't quite sure, sir," Tomlins said. 

Whereupon Master Harry had to begin and compose that 
letter which we have already read, but which cost him an 
amount of labour not visible in the lines as they stand. He 
threw away a dozen sheets of paper before he even mastered a 
beginning ; and it was certainly an hour and a half before he 
had produced a copy which more or less satisfied him. Mr. 
Roscorla noticed at once the pains he had taken with the 
writing. 

Then in due course came the answer ; and Master Hany 
paused with much satisfaction to look at the pretty handwriting 
on the envelope — ^he did not often get letters from young 
ladies. The contents, however, did not please him quite so 
much. They were these : — 

• EglosUyan^ August 3, 18— ^ 

*'Dear Mr. Trelyon, 

" Thank you very much for giving me your beautiful 
dog. I shall take great care of him, and if you want him for 
the shooting you can have him at any time. But I am surprised 
you should write to me when I hear that you have not written 
to your own relatives, and that they do not even know where 
you are. I cannot understand how you should be so careless 
of the feelings of others. I am sure it is thoughtlessness 
rather than selfishness on your part ; but I hope you will write 
to them at once. Mr. Barnes has just called, and I have given 
him your address. 

" I am, yours sincerely, 

"AVenna Rosewarne." 
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Harry Trelyon was at once vexed and pleased by this 
letter; probably more vexed than pleased, for he threw it 
impatiently on the table, and said to himself, "She's always 
reading lectures to people, and always making a fuss of 
nothing. She was meant for a Puritan — she should have gone 
out in the Mayfly to America." 

Mayfly for Mayflower was perhaps a natural mistake for a 
trout-fisher to make : but Master Harry was unaware of it He 
passed on to more gloomy fancies. What was this parson 
about that he should come inquiring for his address of Wenna 
Rosewame ? How had he found out that she knew it ? 

" Come," said he to himself, " this won't ,do. I must go 
down to Cornwall. And if there are any spies pushing their 
noses into my airairs;4et 'em look out for a tweak; that's all ! " 



I06 THREE FEATHERS. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THE TWO PICTURES. 

" Oh, Mabyn," Wenna called out in despair, "you will have all 
my hair down. Have you gone quite mad ? " 

" Yes, quite," the younger sister said, with a wild enjoy- 
ment in her eyes. " Oh, Wenna, he's gone, he's gone, and he's 
gone to get you an emerald ring ! Don't you know, you poor 
silly thing, that green's forsaken, and yellow'^ forsworn?" 

"Well, Mabyn," the elder sister said, laughing in spite of 
herself, "you are the wickedest girl I ever heard o^ and I 
wonder I am not angry with you." 

At this moment they were returning to Eglosilyan along the 
Launceston highway ; and far away behind them, on the road 
that crosses the bleak and lofty moors, the dog-cart was faintly 
visible which was taking Mr. Roscorla on his first stage towards 
London. He had driven the two sisters out for about a mile, 
and now they were going back ; and Mabyn was almost beside 
herself with delight that he was gone, and that her sister had 
showTi no great grief at his going. Their parting, indeed, had 
been of a most unromantic kind, much to the relief of both. 
Mr. Roscorla was rather late; and Wenna devoted her last 
words to impressing on him that he must have something to 
eat in Launceston before going down to the Plymouth train. 
Then she bade him make haste, and said good-bye with a 
kindly smile on her face, and away he went. 
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** Mab]^!," she said in a mysterious voice, which stopped 
her sister's pulling her about, " do yoii think — now, do you 
really think — Mr. Pavy would lend us his boat?" 

" Oh, Wenna," the other one cried, " do let us have the 
boat out ! Do you know that the whole air seems clear and 
light since Mr. Roscorla has gone ? I should like to thank 
everybody in the world for being so kind as to take him away. 
Wenna, I'll run you to the gate of Basset Cottage for half a 
crown ! " 

" You ! " said the elder sister, with great contempt. " I'll 
run you to the mill for a hundred thousand pounds." 

"No, Wenna — Basset Cottage, if you like," said Mabjoi, 
sturdily; and with that both the girls set out, with their heads 
down, in a business-like fashion that showed there was very 
Kttle the matter with their lungs. 

" Oh, Mabyn ! " said Wenna, suddenly ; and then both of 
them found that they had very nearly run into the arms of a 
clerg5rman — an elderly, white-haired, amiable-looking gentle- 
man, who was rather slowly toiling up the hill. Mabyn looked ^ 
frightened, and then laughed > but Wenna, with her cheeks 
very red, went forward and shook hands with him. 

" Well, girls," he said, " you needn't stop running for me — 
a capital exercise, a capital exercise, that young ladies in towns 
don't have much of. And as for you, Wenna, you've plenty of 
work of a sedentary nature, you know — nothing better than a 
good race, nothing better." 

"And how is your little granddaughter this morning, Mr. 
Trewhella ? " said Wenna, gently, with her cheeks still flushing 
with tlie running. 

" Ah ! well, poor child, she is much about the same ; but 
the pin-cushion is nearly finished now, and your name is on it 
in silver beads, and you are to come and have tea with her as 
soon as you can, that she may give it to you. Dear, dear ! she 
was asking her mother yesterday whether the beads would 
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carry all her love to you, for she did not think it possible her- 
self. Well, good-bye, girls ; don't you be ashamed of having 
a race together." With which the kindly faced dergyman 
resumed his task of ascending the hill, and the two girls, 
abandoning their racing, walked quickly down to the harbour, 
to see if they could persuade the silent and surly Mr. Pavy to 
let them have his boat. 

Meanwhile Mr. Roscoria drove along the silent highway in 
George Rosewarne's dog-cart, and in due time he reached 
Launceston, and took the train for Plynjouth. He stayed in 
Plymouth that night, having some business to do there ; and 
next morning he found himself in the Flying Dutchman^ tearing 
along the iron rails towards London. 

Now, it was a fixed habit of Mr. Roscoria to try to get as 
near as possible to a clear and definite understanding of his 
relations with the people and things around him. He did not 
wish to have anything left vague and nebulous, even as regarded 
a mere sentiment ; and as this was the first time he had got 
clear away firom Eglosilyan and the life there since the be- 
. ginning of his engagement, he calmly set about defining the 
position in which he stood with regard to Wenna Rosewame. 

The chief matter for discontent that he had was the pro- 
bable wonder of the world over the fact that he meant to many 
an innkeeper's daughter. All the world could not know the . 
sufficient reasons he had advanced to himself for that step ; nor 
could they know of the very gradual way in which he bad 
approached it Every one would consider it as an abrupt and 
ludicrous act of folly ; his very kindest friends would call it an 
odd freak of romance. Now, Mr. Roscoria felt that at his time 
of life to be accused of romance was to be accused of silliness ; 
and he resolved that, whenever he had a chance, he would let 
people know that his choice of Wenna Rosewame was dictated 
by the most simple and commonplace arguments of prudence, 
such as would govern the conduct of any sane man. 
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He resolved, too, that he would clearly impress on Harry 
Trelyon — whom he expected to see at Nolan's — that this pro- 
ject of marriage with Miss Rosewame was precisely what a man 
of the world placed in his position would entertain. He did 
not wholly like Master Harry. There was an ostentatious air 
of youth about the young man. There was a bluntness in his 
speech, too, that transgressed the limits of courtesy. Nor did 
lie quite admire the off-handed fashion in which Harry Trelyon 
talked to the Rosewames, and. more especially to the girls ; he 
nrished Miss Wenna Rosewame, at least, to be treated with a 
little more formality and respect. At the same time, he would 
endeavour to remain good friends with this ill-mannered boy, 
'or reasons to be made apparent. 

When he arrived at Nolan's Hotel he took a bedroom 
Jiere, and then sent in a card to Harry Trelyon. He found 
liat young gentleman up on a chair, trying to catch a Virginian 
lightingale that had escaped from one of the cages ; and he 
learly stumbled over a tame hedgehog that ran pattering over 
he carpet, because his attention was drawn to a couple of very 
ong-eared rabbits sitting in an easy-chair. Master Harry paid 
10 attention to him until the bird was caught ; then he came 
lown, shook hands with him carelessly, and said — 

" How odd you should stumble in here ! Or did Wenna 
ilosewame tell you I was at Nolan's ? " 

"Yes, Miss Rosewame did," said Mr. Roscorla. "You 
lave^ quite a menagerie here. Do you dine here or down* 
tairs?" 

" Oh ! here, of course." 

" I thought you might come and dine with me this evening 
t my club. Five minutes' walk from here, you know. Will 
ou?" 

" Yes, I will, if you don't mind this elegant costume." 

Mr. Roscorla was precisely the person to mind the dress of 
man whom he was taking into his club ; but he was very well 
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aware that, whatever dress young Trelyon wore, no one could 
mistake. him for anything else than a gentleman. He was not 
at all averse to be seen with Master Harry in this rough cos- 
tume ; he merely suggested, with a smile, that a few feathers 
and bits of thread might be removed ; and then, in the quiet 
summer evening, they went outside and walked westward 

" Now, this is the time," Mr. Roscorla said, " when Pall 
Mall looks interesting to me. There is a sort of quiet and 
strong excitement about it All that smoke there over the 
club chimneys tells of the cooking going forward ; and you will 
find old boys having a sly look in at the dining-room to see 
that their tables are all right ; and then friends come in, and 
smooth out their white ties, and have a drop of sherry and 
Angostura bitters while they wait. All this district is full of a 
silent satisfaction and hope just now. But I can't get you 
a good dinner, Trelyon ; you'll have to take your chance^ you 
know. I have got out of the ways of the club now ; I don't 
know what they can do.'- 

" Well, I'm not nasty partickler," Trelyon said, which was 
true. " But what has brought you up to London ? " 

"Well, I'll tell you. It's rather an awkward business one 
way. I have got a share in some sugar and coffee plantations 
in Jamaica — I think you know that — ^and you are aware that the 
emancipation of the niggers simply cut the throat of the estates 
there. The beggars won't work; and lots of the plantations 
have been going down and do^vn, or rather back and back into 
the original wilderness. Well, my partners here see no way 
out of it but one — to import labour, have the plantations 
thoroughly overhauled and set in good working order. But 
that wants money. They have got money — I haven't ; and so,- 
to tell you the truth, I am at my wit's end as how to raise a few 
thousands to join them in the undertaking." 

This piece of intelligence rather startled Harry Trelyon. 
He instantly recalled the project which had brought himself to 
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London, and asked himself whether he was prepared to give a 
sum of ;£"5ooo to Wenna Rosewarne, merely that it should be 
transferred by her to her husband, who would forthwith embark 
in speculation with it. Well, he was not prepared to do that 
off-hand. 

They went into the club, which was in St. James's Street, 
and Mr. Roscorla ordered a quiet little dinner, the fnenu of 
which was constructed with a neatness and skill altogether 
thrown away on his guest In due time Master Harry sat down 
at the small table, and accepted with much indifference the 
delicacies which his companion had prepared for him. But all 
the same he enjoyed his dinner — particularly a draught of ale 
he had with his cheese ; after which the two strangers went up 
to a quiet corner in the smoking-room, lay down in a couple of 
big easy-chairs, and lit their cigars. During dinner their talk 
had mostly been about shooting, varied with anecdotes which 
Mr. Roscorla told of men about town. 

Now, however, Mr. Roscorla became more communicative 
about his own affairs ; and it seemed to Trelyon that these were 
rather in a bad way. And it also occurred to him that there 
was perhaps a little meanness in his readiness to give ;^5ooo 
direct to Wenna Rosewarne, and in his disinclination to lend 
the same sum to her future husband, whose interests, of course, 
would be hers. 

" Look here, Roscorla," he said. " Honour bright, do you 
think you can make anything out of this scheme ; or is the 
place like one of those beastly old mines in which you throw 
good money after bad?" 

Roscorla answered, honestly enough — ^but with perhaps a 
trifle unnecessary emphasis, when he saw that the young man 
was inclined to accept the hint — that he believed the project to 
be a sound one ; that his partners were putting far more money 
into it than he would ; that the merchants who were his agents 
in London knew the property and approved of the scheme ; 
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and that, if he could raise the money, he would himself go out, 
in a few months' time, to see the thing properly started 

He did not press the matter further than that for the 
present; and so their talk drifted away into other channels, 
until it found its way back to Eglosilyan, to the Rosewames, 
and to Wenna. That is to say, Mr. Roscorla spoke of Wenna ; 
Trelyon was generally silent on that one point 

"You must not imagine," Roscorla said, with a smile, 
** that I took this step without much deliberation." 

" So did she, I suppose," Trelyon said, rather coldly. 

" Well, yes. Doubtless. But I dare say many people wll 
think it rather strange that I should marry an innkeeper's 
daughter — they will think I have been struck with a sudden fit 
of idiotic romance." 

" Oh no, I don't think so," the lad said, with nothing visible 
in his face to tell whether he was guilty of a mere blunder or 
of intentional impertinence. " Many elderly gentlemen many 
their housekeepers, and in most cases wisely, as far as I have 



seen." 



« 



Oh ! but that is another thing," Roscorla said, with his 
face flushing slightly, and inclined to be ill-tempered. " There 
is a great difference : I am not old enough to want a nurse yet 
I have chosen Miss Rosewarne because she is possessed of 
certain qualities calculated to make her an agreeable com- 
panion for a man like myself. I have done it quite de- 
liberately and with my eyes open. I am not blinded by the 
vanity that makes a boy insist on having a particular giri 
become his wife because she has a pretty face and he wants to 
show her to his friends." 

" And yet there is not much the matter with Wenna Ros^ 
warne's face," said Trelyon, with the least suggestion of 
sarcasm. 

" Oh ! as for that," Roscorla said, " that does not concern a 
man who looks at life from my point of view. Certainly, there 
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are plainer faces than Miss Rosewame's. She has good eyes 
and teeth ; and besides that, she has a good figure, you know." 

Both these men, as they lay idling in the smoking-room, 
were now thinking of Wenna Rosewame, and indolently .and 
inadvertently forming some picture of her in their minds. Of 
the two, that of Mr. Roscorla was by far the more accurate. 
He could have described every feature of her face and every 
article of her dress, as she appeared to him on bidding him 
good-bye the day before on the Launceston highway. The 
dress was a soft hght-brown, touched here and there with deep 
and rich cherry colour. Her face was turned sideways to him, 
and looking up ; the lips partly open with a friendly smile, and 
showing beautiful teeth; the earnest dark eyes filled with a 
kindly regard ; the eyebrows high, so that they gave a timid 
and wondering look to the face ; the forehead low and sweet, 
with some loose brown hair about it that the wind stirred. He 
knew every feature of that face and every varying look of the 
•eyes, whether they were pleased and grateful, or sad and 
distant, or overbrimming with a humorous and malicious fun. 
He knew the shape of her hands, the graceful poise of her 
waist and neck, the very way she put down her foot in walking. 
He was thoroughly well aware of the appearance which the girl 
he meant to marry presented to the unbiassed eyes of the 
world. 

Harry Trelyon's mental picture of her was far more vague 
and unsatisfactory. Driven into a comer, he would have 
admitted to you that Wenna Rosewame was not very good- 
looking ; but that would not have affected his fixed and private 
belief that he knew no woman who had so beautiful and tender 
a feice. For somehow, when he thought of her, he seemed to 
see her, as he had often seen her, go by him on a summer 
morning on her way to church ; and as the sweet small Puritan 
would turn to him, and say in her gentle way, " Good morning, 
Mr. Trdyon," he would feel vexed and ashamed that he had 
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been found with a gun in his hand, and be inclined to hej 
it into the nearest ditch. Then she would go on her w 
along between the green hedges, in the summer light; and 
look of her face that remained in his memory was as the Ic 
of an angel, calm, and sweet, and never to be forgotten. 

" Of course," said Mr. Roscorla in this smoking-room, "i 
go to Jamaica, I must get married before I start.'' 



V 



( "5 ) 



CHAPTER XII. 

THE CHAIN TIGHTENS. 

Once, and once only, Wenna broke down. She had gone out 
into the night all by herself, with some vague notion that the 
cold, dank sea air — sweet with the scent of the roses in the 
cottage gardens — ^would be gratefully cool as it came around 
her fece. The day had been stormy, and the sea was high-:- 
she could hear the waves dashing in on the rocks at the mouth 
of the harbour — ^but the heavens were clear, and over the dark 
earth the great vault of stars throbbed and burned in silence. 
She was alone,' for Mr. Roscorla had not returned from Lon- 
don, and Mabyn had not noticed her slipping out And here, 
in the cool, sweet darkness, the waves seemed to call on her 
with a low and melancholy voice. A great longing and trouble 
came somehow into her heart, and drove her to wander on- 
wards as if she should find rest in the mere loneliness of the 
nighty imtil at length there was nothing around her but the 
dark land, and the sea, and the white stars. 

She could not tell what wild and sad feeling this was that 
had taken possession of her ; but she knew that she had sud- 
denly fallen away from the calm content of the wife that was to 
be — ^with all the pleasant sensation of gratitude towards him 
who had honoured her, and the no less pleasant consciousness 
that her importance in the world, and her power of helping the 
people around her, were indefinitely increased. She had be- 
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come again the plain Jim Crow of former days, longing to be 
able to do some indefinitely noble and unselfish thing — ^ready, 
indeed, to lay her life down so that she might earn some 
measure of kindly regard by the sacrifice. And once more she 
reflected that she had no great influence in the world, that she 
was of no account to anybody, that she was plain, and small, 
and insignificant ; and the great desire in her heart of being of 
distinct and beautiful service to the many people whom she 
loved, seemed to break itself against these narrow bars, until 
the cry of the sea around her was a cry of pain, and the stars 
looked coldly down on her, and even God Himself seemed fax 
away and indifferent. 

"If I could only tell some one — ^if I could only tell 
some one ! " she was saying to herself wildly, as she walked 
rapidly onwards, not seeing very well where she was going, 
for her eyes were full of tears. " But if I tell Mabyn she 
will say that I fear this marriage, and go straight to Mr. 
Roscorla ; and if I tell my mother she will think me ungrate- 
ful to him, and to every one around me. And how can I 
explain to them what I cannot explain to myself ? And if I 
cannot explain it to myself, is it not mere folly to yield to such 
a feeling ? " 

The question was easily asked, and easily answered ; and 
with much show of bravery she proceeded to ask herself other 
questions, less easily answered. She began to reproach heiseH 
with ingratitude, with vanity, with a thousand errors and evil 
qualities : she would teach herself humility ; she would 
endeavour to be contented and satisfied in the position in 
which she found herself 3 she would reflect on the thousands 
of miserable people who had real reason to complain, and 
yet bore their sufferings with fortitude; and she would now 
— straightway and at once — return to her own room, get out 
the first letter Mr. Roscorla had written to her, and convince 
herself once more that she ought to be happy. 
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The climax was a strange one. She had been persuading 
herself that there was no real cause for this sudden fit of doubt 
and wretchedness. She had been anticipating her sister's 
probable explanation, and dismissing it. And yet, as she 
turned and walked back along the narrow path leading down 
to the bridge, she comforted herself with the notion that Mr. 
Roscorla's letter would reassure her and banish these imaginary 
sorrows. She had frequently read over that letter, and she 
knew that its ingenious and lucid arguments were simply in- 
controvertible. 

"Oh, Wenna!" Mabyn cried, "what has been troubling 
you ? Do you know that your face is quite white ? Have you 
been out all by youiself ? " 

Wenna, on getting home, had gone into the little snuggery 
which was once a bar, and which was now George Rosewame's 
smoking-room. Mabyn and her father had been playing chess 
— ^the board and" pieces were still on the table. Wenna sate 
down, apparently a little tired. 

" Yes, I have been out for a walk," she said. 

" Wenna, tell me what is the matter with you ! " the 
younger sister said, imperatively. 

" There is nothing the matter. Well, I suppose you will 
tease me until I tell you something. I have had a fit of 
despondency, Mabyn, and that's all — despondency, over 
nothing; and now I am quite cured, and do you think Jen- 
ziifer could get me a cup of tea ? Well, why do you stare ? 
Is there anything wonderful in it ? I suppose every girl must 
get fiightened a little bit when she thinks of all that may 
happen to her — especially when she is alone — and of course it 
is very imgrateful of her to have any such doubts, though they 
mean nothing, and she ought to be ashamed " 

She stopped suddenly. To her dismay she found that she 
was admitting to Mabyn the very reasons which she expected 
to have to combat She saw what she had done in the ex- 
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pression of Mabyn*s face — in the proud, indignant mouth and 
the half-concealed anger of the eyes. The younger sister was 
silent for a minute ; and then she said, passionately — 

" If there's any one to be ashamed, it isn*t you, Wenna. I 
know who it is. As for you, I don't know what has come over 
you of late — ^you are trying to be meeker and meeker, and 
more humble, and more grateful — and all for what ? What 
have you to be grateful for? And you are losing all your 
fun and your good spirits; and you are getting to be just 
like children in the story-books, that repeat texts and get 
gooder and gooder every day until they are only fit for 
heaven; and I am sure I am always glad when the little 
beasts die. Oh, Wenna, I would rather see you do the 
wickedest thing in all the world if it would only bring you 
back to your old self! " 

" Why, you foolish girl, I am my old self," the elder sister 
said, quietly taking off her bonnet and laying it on the table. 
" Is Jennifer upstairs ? Who is in the parlour ? " 

" Oh, your sweetheart is in the parlour," said Mabyn, with 
badly concealed contempt. " He is just arrived from London. 
I suppose he is telling mother about his rheumatism." 

"He hasn't got any rheumatism — any more than you have," 
Wenna said, with some asperity. 

"Oh yes, he has," the younger sister said, inventing a 
diabolical story for the mere purpose of getting Wenna into a 
rage. She would rather have her in a succession of tempers 
than the victim of this chastened meekness. " And gout too 
— I can see by the colour of his nails. Of course he hasn't 
told you, for you're such a simpleton, he takes advantage of 
you. And he is near-sighted, but he pretends he doesn't need 
spectacles. And I am told he has fearful debts hanging over 
his head in London, and that he only came here to hide ; and 
if you many him you'll see what will come to you." 

Mab)^! was not very successful in making her sister angry. 
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^enna only laughed in her gentle fashion, and put her light 
hawl beside her bonnet, and then went along the passage to 
[le parlour, in which Mr. Roscorla and her mother were 
dking. 

The meeting of the lovers after their temporary separation 
ras not an impassioned one. They shook hands; Wenna hoped 
e was not fatigued by the long journey ; and then he resumed 
is task of describing to Mrs. Rosewame the extraordinary 
ppearance of Trelyon's sitting-room in Nolan's Hotel, after 
he young gentleman had filled it with birds and beasts. 
Presently, however, Wenna's mother made some pretence for 
etting out of the room ; and Mr. Roscorla and his betrothed 
rere left alone. He rarely got such an opportunity. 

*' Wenna, I have brought you the ring," said he ; and with 
bat he took a small case from his pocket, and opened it, and 
•roduced a very pretty gipsy ring studded with emeralds. 

Now, on the journey down from London he had definitely 
esolved that he would put an end to that embarrassment or 
hamefacedness which had hitherto prevented his offering to 
iss the jgirl whom he expected to marry. He was aware that 
here was something ridiculous in his not having done so. He 
eflected that scarcely any human being would believe that he 
ould have been such a fooL And it occurred to him, in the 
rain, that the occasion of his giving Wenna her engaged ring 
irould be an excellent opportunity for breaking in upon this 
.bsurd delicacy. 

He went across the room to her. She sate still, perhaps a 
ittle paler than usual He took her hand, and put the ring 
»n, and then 

Then it suddenly occurred to him that there was something 
levilish in the notion of his purchasing the right to kiss her by 
jiving her a trinket Not that any such scruple would otherwise 
lave affected him ; but he was nervously sensitive as to what she 
night think ; and doubtless she was femilinr with the stoiy o£ 
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Margarethe and Faust's casket of jewels. So he suddenly said, 
with an air of carelessness — 

" Well, do you like it ? You can't quite tell the colour of 
the stones by lamplight, you know." 

Wenna was not thinking of the colour of the stones. Her 
hand trembled ; her heart beat quickly ; when she did manage 
to answer him, it was merely to say, in a confused fashion, that 
she thought the ring very beautiful indeed. 

" You know," he said, with a laugh, " I don't think men 
like engaged rings quite as well as girls do. A girl generally 
seems to take such a fancy for an engaged ring that she won't 
change it for any other. I hope that won't be in your case, 
Wenna; and, indeed, I wanted to talk to you about it" 

He brought a chair close to her, and sate down by her, and 
took her hand. Now, ordinarily Wenna's small, white, plump 
hands were so warm that her sister used to say that they tingled 
to the very tips of her fingers with kindness, and were always 
wanting to give away something. The hand which Mr. Roscoria 
held was as cold and as impassive as ice. He did not notice it: 
he was engaged in preparing sentences. 

" You know, Wenna," said he, " that I am not a rich mam 
When I might have taught myself to work I had just sufficient 
income to keep me idle ; and now that this income is growing 
less, and when I have greater claims on it, I must try something. 
Well, my partners and myself have thought of a scheme which 
I think will turn out all right. They propose to wake up those 
estates in Jamaica, and see if they can't be made to produce 
something like what they used to produce. That wants money. 
They have it : I have not It is true I have been offered the 
loan of a few thousand pounds ; but even if I accept it — and I 
suppose I must — that would not put me on an equal footing 
with the other men who are going into the affair. This, how- 
ever, I could do : I could go out there and do all in my power 
to look after their interests and my own — see, in fact, that the 
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money was being properly expended, before it was too late^ 
Now, I might be there a very long time." 

" Yes," said Wenna, in a low voice, and rather inappro- 
priately. 

" Now, don't let me alarm you ; but do you think — do you 
not think, in view of what might be rather a long separation^ 
that we ought to get married before I go? " 

She suddenly and inadvertently withdrew her hand. 

** But don't make any mistake, Wenna," he said ; " I did not 
propose you should go with me. That would be asking too 
much. I don't wish to take you to the West Indies ; because 
I might be there only for a few months. All I wish is to have 
the bond that unites us already made fast before I go, merely 
as a comfortable thing to think of, don't you see ? " 

" Oh, it is too hasty — I am afraid — ^why should we be in 
such a hurry ? " the girl said, still with her heart beating so that 
she could scarcely speak. 

"No," he argued, "you must not make another mistake. 
Before this scheme can be matured, months must elapse. I 
may not have to go out before the beginning of next year. 
Now, surely other six months would make a sufficiently long 
engagement." 

" Oh, but the pledge is so terrible," she said, and scarcely 
knowing what she said. 

Mr. Roscorla was at once astonished and vexed. That was 
certainly not the mood in which a girl ought to look forward to 
her marriage. He could not understand this dread on her part. 
He began to ask himself whether she would like to enjoy the 
self-importance that her engagement had bestowed on her — the 
attentions he paid her, the assistance he gave her "in her 
charitable labours, and the sort of sovereignty over a man 
which a girl enjoys during the betrothal period — for an in- 
dtf nite time, or perhaps with the hope that the sudden 
destniction of all these things by marriage might never arrive 
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at all. Then he began to get a little angry, and got up from 
the chair, and walked once or twice up and down the room. 

"Well," said he, "I don't understand you, I confess. 
Except in this way, that our relations with each other have not 
been so openly affectionate as they might have been. That I 
admit. Perhaps it was my fault. I suppose, for example, you 
have been surprised that I never offered to kiss you ? " 

There was something almost of a threat in the last few 
words; and Wenna, with her cheeks suddenly burning red, 
anxiously hastened to say — 

" Oh, not at all. It was my fault. I am sure if there was 
too great reserve it was my fault ; but I do not think there has 
been. It is not that at all ; but your wish seems so sudden, and 
so unnecessary.'* 

"Don't you see," he said, interrupting her, *'that ifonr 
relations at present are not sufficiently frank and confidential, 
nothing will mend that so easily as oiu: marriage? And this 
that I ask of you ought to be as agreeable to you as to me— 
that is to say " 

He stopped, with a look of impatience on his face. There 
was some one coming along the passage. He knew who it was, 
too ; for a young girl's voice was doing its best to imitate in a 
burlesque fashion a young man's voice ; and Mr. Roscorla had 
already heard Harry Trelyon, as he rode or drove carelessly 
along, bawling to himself, " Oh, the men of merry, meny 
England ! " He knew that his old enemy Mabyn was at 
hand. 

That very clever imitation of Harry Trelyon was all the 
warning that the young lady in question condescended to give 
of her approach. She opened the door without ceremony, 
marched into the middle of the room, and proudly placed a 
bird-cage on the table. 

" There," said she, " can either of you tell me what that 
bird is ? " 
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Of course I can," said Wenna, rising with a sensation of 
great relief. 

" No, you can't," her sister said dogmatically. " It is sent 
to you with Mr. Harry Trelyon's compliments ; and it is some- 
thing very wonderful indeed. What is it, ladies and gentlemen? 
Don't answer all at once ! " 

"Why, it is only— » 

"A piping bullfinch — that's what it is,", said Mabyn, 
triumphantly. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

AN UNEXPECTED CONVERT. 

Next morning was Sunday morning; and Wenna, having 
many things to think over by herself, started off alone to 
church, some little time before the others, and chose a circuitous 
route to the small building which stands on the high uplands 
over the sea. It was a beautiful morning, still and peaceful, 
with the warmth of the sunlight cooled by a refreshing 
western breeze ; and as she went along and up the valley, her 
heart gradually forgot its cares, for she was listening to the birds 
singing, and picking up an occasional wild flower, or watching 
the slow white clouds across the blue sky. And as she walked 
quietly along in this way, finding her life the sweeter for the 
sweet air and the abundant colour and brightness of all the 
things around her, it chanced that she saw Harry Trdyon 
coming across one of the meadows, evidently with the intention 
of bidding her good morning ; and she thought she would stop 
and thank him for having sent her the bullfinch. This she did 
very prettily when he came up ; and he, with something of a 
blush on his handsome face, said — 

" I thought you wouldn't be offended. One can use more 
freedom with you now that you are as good as marriedy you 
know." 

She quickly got away from that subject by asking him 
whether he was coming to church; and to that question he 
replied by rather a scornful laugh, and by asking what the 
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parsons would say if he took a gun into the family pew. In 
fact, he had brought out an air-cane to test its carrying powers \ 
and he now bore it over his shoulder. 

** I think you might have left the gun at home on a Sunday 
morning," Miss Wenna said, in rather a precise fashion. " And, 
do you know, Mr. Trelyon, I can't understand why you should 
speak in that way about clergymen, when you say yourself that 
you always avoid them, and don't know anything about them. 
It reminds me of a stable-boy we once had who used to amuse 
the other lads by being impertinent to every stranger who 
might pass, simply because the stranger was a stranger." 

This was a deadly thrust ; and the tall young gentleman 
flushed, and was obviously a trifle angry. Did she mean to 
convey that he had acquired his manners from stable-boys ? 

" Parsons and churches are too good for the likes o' me," 
he said, contemptuously. " 'Morning, Miss Rosewarne," and 
with that he walked off. 

But about three minutes thereafter, when she was peacefully 
continuing her way, he overtook her again, and said to her, in 
rather a shamefaced fashion — 

" I hope you don't think I meant to be rude to you. Miss 
Wenna. 1*11 go to church with you if you like. I've stuck my 
air-cane in a safe place." 

Wenna's face brightened. 

" I shall be very glad," she said, with a smile far more frank 
and friendly than any she had ever yet bestowed on him. 
" And I am sure if you came often to hear Mr. Trewhella, or if 
you knew him, you would think differently about clergymen." 

" Oh, well," Trelyon said, " he's a good sort of old chap, I 
think. I find no fault with him. But look at such a fellow as 
that Barnes — ^why, that fellow's son was with me at Rugby, and 
wasn't he a pretty chip of the old block — a mean, lying little 
b^gar, who would do anything to get a half-crown out of you."^ 

" Oh, were you at Rugby ? " Wenna asked, innocently. 
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" I don't wonder at your asking," her companion said, with 
a grin. " You think it doesn't look as if I had ever been to 
any school ? Oh yes, I was at Rugby \ and my career there, if 
brief, was not inglorious. I think the records of all the eight 
Houses might be searched in vain to find such another ruffian 
as I was, or any one who managed to get into the same number 
of scrapes in the same time. The end was dramatic. They 
wouldn't let me go to a ball in the town-hall. I had vowed 
I should be there ; and I got out of the House at night, 
and went And I hadn't been in the place ten minutes 
when I saw the very master who had refused me fix his 
glittering eye on me ; so, as I knew it was all over, I merely 
went up to him and asked to have the pleasure of being intro- 
duced to his daughter. I thought he'd have had a fit But 
that little brute Barnes I was telling* you about, he was our 
champion bun-eater. At that time, you know, they used to 
give you as many buns as ever you liked on Shrove Tuesday : 
and the Houses used to eat against each other, and this fellow 
Barnes was our champion ; and, oh Lord ! the niunber he 
stowed away that morning. When we went to chapel after- 
wards, he was as green as a leek." 

" But do you dislike clergymen because Master Barnes ate 
too many buns ? " Wenna asked, with a gentle smile, which 
rather aggrieved her companion. 

" Do you know," said he, " I think you are awfiilly hard on 
me. You are always trying to catch me up. Here am I 
walking to church with you, like an angel of submission, and 
all the thanks I get Why, there goes my mother ! " 

Just in front of them, and a short distance firom the church, 
the road they were following joined the main highway leading 
up from Eglosilyan, and along the latter Mrs. Trelyon's 
brougham was driving past That lady was very much 
astonished to find her son walking with Miss Wenna Rose- 
wame on a Sunday morning ; and still more surprised when, 
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ifter she was in church, she beheld Master Harry walk coolly 
n and march up to the family pew. Here, indeed, was a 
•evolution. Which of all the people assembled — among whom 
srere Miss Mabyn and her mother, and Mr. Roscorla — had 
5vcr seen the like of this before ? And it was all the greater 
vender, that the young gentleman in the rough shooting-coat 
bund two clergymen in the pew, and nevertheless entered it,, 
ind quietly accepted from one of them a couple of books. 

Mrs. Trelyon's gentle and emotional heart warmed towards- 
he girl who had done this thing. 

That forenoon, just before luncheon, Mrs. Trelyon found 
ler son in the library, and said to him, with an unusual kind- 
iness of manner — 

**That was Miss Rosewame, Harry, wasn't it, whom I saw 
his morning ? " 

"Yes," he said, sulkily. He half expected that one or 
»ther of his friends, the parsons, had been sapng something 
hout her to his mother. 

"She is a very quiet, nice-looking girl; I am sure Mr. 
loscoria has acted wisely, after all. And I have been thinkings 
larry, that since she is a friend of yours, we might do some- 
hing like what you proposed, only not in a way to make people 
alk." 

" Oh," said he, " I have done it aheady. I have promised 
5 lend Roscorla ;^5ooo to help him to work his Jamaica 
states. If you don't like to sanction the affair, I can get the 
loney from the Jews. I have written to Colonel Ransome to 
sU him so." 

"Now, why should you treat me so, Harry?" his mother 
aid. 

"I took you at your word — thafs all. I suppose now you 
re better disposed to the girl merely because she got me to 
o to church this morning. If there were more people like her 
bout churchesy in the pulpits and out of them, I'd go oftener." 
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"I was not quite sure who she was,** Mrs. Trelyon said, 
with a feeble air of apology. " I like her appearance very 
much ; and I wish she or anybody else would induce you to go 
to church. Well now, Harry, I will myself lend you the 
;^5ooo till you come of age. Surely that will be much better; 
and, if you like, I will make Miss Rosewame's acquaintance- 
You might ask her to dinner the first time Mr. Roscorla is 
coming ; and he could bring her." 

Master Harry was at last pacified. 

" Make it Thursday," said he; "and you will write to her, 
won't you? I will take down the letter and persuade her: 
but if she comes she shan't come under the wing of Mr. 
Roscorla, as if he were the means of introducing her. I shaU 
go down for her with the brougham, and fetch her myself!" 

"But what will Mr. Roscorla say to that?" his mother 
asked, with a smile. 

" Mr. Roscorla may say whatever he particularly pleases^" 
responded Master Harry. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

''SIE BAT SO SANFT, SO LIEBLICH." 

*' To dine at Trelyon Hall ? " said George Rosewame to his 
eldest daughter, when she. in a manner asked his consent. 
"Why not? But you must get a new dress, lass; we can't 
have you go among grand folks as Jim Crow." 

" But there is a story about the crow that went out with 
^ peacock's feathers," his daughter said to him. " And, besides, 
how could I get a new dress by Thursday ? " 

" How could you' get a new dress by Thursday ? " her 
father repeated mechanically, for he was watching one of his 
pet pigeons on the roof of the mill. " How can I tell you ? 
Go and ask your mother. Don't bother me." 

It is quite certain that Wenna would not have availed her- 
self of this gracious permission — ^for her mother was not very 
well, and she did not wish to increase that tender anxiety which 
Mrs. Rosewame already showed about her daughter's going 
among these strangers — ^but that this conversation had been 
overheard by Mabyn, and that young lady, as was her habit, 
plunged headlong into the matter. 

"You can have the dress quite well, Wenna," she said, 
coming out to the door of the inn, and calling on her mother 
to come too. " Now, look here, mother, I give you warning 
that I never, never, never will speak another word to Wenna if 
she doesn't take the silk that is lying by for me and have it 
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made up directly : never a single word, if I live in Eglosilyan 
for a hundred and tvventy-five years ! " 

" Mabyn, I don't want a new dress," Wenna expostulated. 
" I don't need one. Why should you rush at little things as if 
you were a squadron of cavalry ? " 

" I don't care whether you want it or whether you don't 
want it ; but you've got to have it, hasn't she, mother ? Or 
else, it's what I tell you : not a word — ^not a word, if you were 
to go down before me on your bended knees." This was said 
with much dramatic effect 

" I think you had better let Mabyn have her own way," 
the mother said, gently. 

"I let her?" Wenna answered, pretending not to notice 
Mabyn's look of defiance and triumph. " She 'always has hef 
own way ; tomboys always have." 

"Don't call names, Wenna," her sister said, severely; 
" especially as I have just given you a dress. You'll have to 
get Miss Keam down directly, or else I'll go and cut it myself 
and then you'll have Harry Trelyon laughing at you ; for he 
always laughs at people who don't know how to keep him in 
his proper place." 

" Meaning yourself, Mabyn," the mother said ; but Mabyn 
was not to be crushed by any sarcasm. 

Certainly Harry Trelyon was in no laughing or spitefiil 
mood when he drove down on that Thursday evening to take 
Wenna Rosewame up to the Hall. He was as pleased and 
proud as he well could be ; and when he went into the inn he 
made no secret of his satisfaction and of his gratitude to her 
for having been good enough to accept his mother's invitation. 
Moreover, imderstanding that Mrs. Rosewame was still rather 
aiUng, he had brought down for her a brace of grouse from a 
hamper that had reached the Hall from Yorkshire that morning; 
and he was even firiendly and good-natured to Mabyn instead 
of being ceremoniously impertinent towards her. 
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" Don't you think, Mr. Trelyon," said Wenna, in a timid 
way, as she was getting into the brougham, ''don't you think 
we should drive round for Mr. Roscorla ? " 

" Oh, certainly not," said Mab}Ti, 'wirfi promptitude. " He 
always prefers a walk before dinner — I know he does — he told 
me so. He must have started long ago. Don't you mind her, 
Mr. Trelyon." 

Mr. Trelyon was grinning as he and Wenna drove away. 

" She's a thorough good sort of girl, that sister of yours," 
he said; "but when she marries won't she lead her husband 
a pretty dance ! " 

" Oh, nothing of the sort, I can assure you," Wenna said, 
sharply. " She is as gentle as any one cm well be. \i- she 
is impetuous, it is always in thinking of other people. There 
is nothing she wouldn't do to serve those whom she really 
cares for." 

" Well," said he, with a laugh, " I never knew tvvo girls 
stick up so for one another. Don't imagine I was such a fool 
as to say anything against her. But sisters ain't often like that. 
My cousin Jue has a sister at school, and when she's at home, 
the bullying that goes on is something awful; or rather it's 
nagging and scratching, for girls never go in for a fair stand-up 
fight And yet when you meet these two separately, you find 
each of them as good-natured and good-tempered as you could 
wish. But if there's anything said about you anywhere that 
isn't positive worship, why, Mabyn comes do\vn on the people 
like a cart-load of bricks ; and she can do it, mind you, when 
she likes." 

" Remember," he said, after a word or two, " I mean to 
take you in to dinner. It is just possible my mother may ask 
Mr. Roscoria to take you in, as a compliment to him ; but 

don't you go." 

" I must do what I am told," Wenna answered, meekly. 
« Oh no, you mustn't," he said. " That is merely a girl's 
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notion of what is proper. You are a woman now ; you can do 
what you like. Don^t you know how your position is changed 
since you became engaged ? " 

" Yes, it is changed," she said ; and then she added quickly, 
•* Surely that must be a planet that one can see already." 

" You can be much more independent in your actions now, 
and much more friendly with many people, don't you know?" 
said this young man, who did not see that he was treading on 
very delicate ground, and that of all things in the world that 
Wenna least liked to hear spoken o:!^ her engagement to Mr. 
Roscorla was the chief. 

Late that night, when Wenna returned from her first dinner- 
party at Trelyon Hall, she found her sister Mabyn waiting up 
for her, and, having properly scolded the young lady for so 
doing, she sat down and consented to give her an ample and 
minute description of all the strange things that had happened. 

" Well, you must know," said she, folding her hands on her 
knees as she had been used to do in telling tales to Mabyn 
when they were children together : " you must know that when 
we drove up through the trees, the house seemed very big, and 
grey, and still ; for it was getting dark, and there was no sound 
about the place. It was so ghost-like that it rather frightened 
me ; but in the hall we passed the door of a large room, and 
there I got a glimpse of a very gay and brilliant place, and I 
heard some people talking. Mr. Trelyon was waiting for me 
when I came down again, and he took me into the drawing- 
room and introduced me to his mother, who was very kind to 
me, but did not seem inclined to speak much to any one. 
There was no other lady in the room — only those two cleigy- 
men who were in church last Sunday, and Mr. Trewhella, and 
Mr. Roscorla. I thought Mr. Roscorla was a little embarrassed 
when he came forward to shake hands with me — and that was 
natural, for all the people must have known — and he looked at 
my dress the moment I entered the room ; and then, Mabyn, 
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I did thank you in my heart for letting me have it ; for I had 
forgotten that Mr. Roscorla would regard me as being on my 
trial, and I hope he was not ashamed of me." 

" Ashamed of you ! " said Mabyn, with a sudden flash of 
anger. " Do you mean that he was on his trial ? " 

"Be quiet. Well, you must know that Mr. Trelyon was 
in very high spirits, but I never saw him so good-natured, and 
he must needs take me in to dinner, and I sat on his right 
hand. Mrs. Trelyon told me it was only a quiet little family 
party ; and I said I was very glad. Do you know, Mab)m, 
there is something about her that you can't help liking — I think 
it is her voice and her soft way of looking at you ; but she is 
so very gentle and ordinarily so silent, that she makes you 
feel as if you were a very forward, and talkative, and rude 
person " 

" That is precisely what you are, Wenna," Mabyn observed, 
in her school-girl sarcasm. 

" But Mr. Trelyon, he was talking to everybody at once — 
all round the table — I never saw him in such spirits ; and most 
of all he was very kind to Mr. Trewhella, and I liked him for 
that He told me he had asked Mr. Trewhella because I was 
coming; and one thing I noticed was, that he was always 
sending the butler to fill Mr. Trewhella's glass, or to offer him 
some different wine, whereas he let the other two clergymen 
take their chance. Mr. Roscorla was at the other end of the 
table — ^he took in Mrs. Trelyon — I hope he was not vexed that 
1 did not have a chance of speaking to him the whole evening ; 
but how could I help it ? He would not come near me in the 
drawing-room — perhaps that was proper, considering that we 
are engaged ; only I hope he is not vexed." 

For once Miss Mabyn kept a hold over her tongue, and 
did not reveal the thoughts that were uppermost in her mind. 

" Well, after dinner, Mrs. Trelyon and I went back to the 
drawing-room ; and it was very brilliant and beautifiil ; but oh \ 
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one felt so much alone in the big place that I was glad when 
she asked me if I would play something for her. It was some- 
thing to think about ; but I had no music, and I had to begin 
and recollect all sorts of pieces that I had almost forgotten. 
At first she was at the other end of the room, in a low easy- 
chair of rose-coloured silk, and she looked really very beautiful 
and sad, and as if she were dreaming. But by-and-by she 
came over and sat by the piano ; and it was as if you were 
playing to a ghost, that listened without speaking. I played 
one or two of the 'Songs without Words' — those I could 
recollect easily — then Beethoven's * Farewell ; ' but while I was 
playing that, I happened to turn a little bit, and, do you know, 
she was crying in a quiet and silent way. Then she put her 
hand gently on my arm, and I stopped playing, but I did not 
turn towards her, for there was something so strange and sad 
in seeing her cry that I was nearly cr)dng myself, and I did not 
know what was troubling her. Then, do you know, Mabyn, 
she rose and put her hand on my head, and said, ' I hear you 
are a very good girl : I hope you will come and see me.' Then 
I told her I was sorry that something I had played had troubled 
her ; and as I saw she was still distressed, I was very glad when 
she asked me if I would put on a hood and a shawl and take 
a turn with her round some of the paths outside. It is such 
a beautiful night to-night, Mab)ni; and up there, where you 
seemed to be just under the stars, the scents of the flowers 
were so sweet. Sometimes we walked under the trees, almost 
in darkness, and then we would come out on the clear space 
of the lawn, and find the skies overhead, and then we would 
go into the rose-garden, and all the time she was no longer 
like a ghost, but talking to me as if she had known me a 
long time. And she is such a strange woman, lAdibyn — she 
seems to live so much apart from other people, and to look 
at everything just as it affects herself. Fancy a harp, you 
know, never thinking of the music it was making ; but look- 
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ing all the time at the quivering of its owti strings. I hope 
I did not offend her; for when she was saying some very- 
friendly things about me — of course Mr. Trelyon had been 
telling her a heap of nonsense — about helping people and that, 
she seemed to think that the only person to be considered in 
such cases was yourself, and not those whom you might try to 
help. Well, when she was talking about the beautiful sensa- 
tions of being benevolent — and how it softened your heart and 
refined your feelings to be charitable — I am afraid I said some- 
thing I should not have said, for she immediately turned and 
asked me what more I would have her do. Well, I thought to 
myself, if I have offended her, it's done and can't be helped ; 
and so I plunged into the very thing I had been thinking of all 
the way in the brougham " 

" The Sewing Club ! " said Mabyn ; for Wenna had already 
spoken of her dark and nefarious scheme to her sister. 

" Yes ; once I was in it, I told her of the whole affair ; and 
what she could do if she liked. She was surprised, and I think 
a little afraid. * I do not know the people,' she said, ' as you 
do. But I should be delighted to give you all the money you 
required, if you would undertake the rest.' * Oh no, madam,' 
said I (afterwards she asked me not to call her so), ' that is im- 
possible. I have many things to do at home, especially at 
present, for my mother is not well. What little time I can give 
to other people has many calls on it. And I could not do all 
this by myself.' " 

" I should think not," said Mabyn, rising up in great in- 
dignation, and beginning to walk up and down the room. 
"Why, Wenna, they'd work your fingers to the bone, and 
never say thank you. You do far too much already — I say you 
do far too much already — and the idea that you should do that ! 
You may say what you like about ]\Irs. Trelyon— she may be 
a very good lady, but I consider it nothing less than mean — I 
consider it disgraceful, mean, and abominably wicked, that 
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she should ask you to do all this work and do nothing 
herself ! " 

" My dear child," said Wenna, " you are quite unjust 
Mrs. Trelyon is neither mean nor wicked; but she was in 
ignorance, and she is timid, and unused to visiting poor 
people. When I showed her that no one in Eglosilyan could 
so effectively begin the Club as herself — ^and that the reckless 
giving of money that she seemed inclined to was the worst sort 
of kindness — and when I told her of all my plans of getting 
the materials wholesale, and making the husbands silbscribe, 
and the women sew, and all that I have told you, she took to 
the plan with an almost childish enthusiasm; and now it is 
quite settled, and the only danger is that she may destroy the 
purpose of it by being over-generous. Don't you see, Mabyn, 
it is her first effort in actual and practical benevolence — ^she 
seems hitherto only to have satisfied her sense of duty or 
pleased her feelings by giving cheques to public charities — ^and 
she is already only a little too eager and interested in it She 
doesn't know what a "slow and wearisome thing it is to give 
some little help to your neighbours discreetly." 

" Oh, Wenna," her sister said, " what a manager you are ! 
Sometimes I think you must be a thousand years of age ; and 
other times you seem so silly about your own affairs that I 
can^t understand you. Did Mr. Roscorla bring you home ? " 

" No, but he came in the brougham along with Mr. Trelyon. 
There was a great deal of joking about the conquest — so they 
said — I had made of Mrs. Trelyon ; but you see how it all came 
about, Mabyn. She was so interested in this scheme " 

" Oh yes ; I see how it all came about," said Mabyn, quite 
contentedly. "And now you are very tired, you poor little 
thing, and I shan't ask you any more about your dinner-part)' 
to-night Here is a candle." 

Wenna was just going into her own room« when her sister 
turned and said— 
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•<Wenna?" 

"Yes, dear?'' 

**Do you think that His Royal Highness Mr. Roscoria 
ondescended to be pleased with your appearance, and your 
oannersy and your dress ? " 

"Don't you ask impertinent questions,'' said Wenna, as she 
hntthedooc 
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CHAPTER XV. 

A LEAVE-TAKING OF LOVERS. 

Wenna had indeed made a conquest of the pale and gentle 
lady up at the Hall, which at another time might have been 
attended with important results to the people of Eglosilyan. 
But at this period ot the year the Trelyons were in the habit 
of leaving Cornwall for a few months ; Mrs. Trelyon generally 
going to some continental watering-place, while her son pro- 
ceeded to accept such invitations as he could get to shoot in 
the English counties. This autumn Harry Trelyon accom- 
panied his mother as far as Etretit, where a number of her 
friends had made up a small party. From this point she wrote 
to Wenna, saying how sorry she was she could not personally 
help in founding that Sewing Club, but offering to send a 
handsome subscription. Wenna answered the letter in a dutiM 
spirit, but firmly declined the offer. Then nothing was heard 
of the Trelyons for a long time, except that now and again a 
hamper of game would make its appearance at Eglosilyan, 
addressed to Miss Wenna Rosewarne in a sprawling school- 
boy's hand, which she easily recognized. Master Harry was 
cert9.inly acting on his own theory, that now she was engaged 
he could give her presents, or otherwise be as familiar and 
friendly with her as he pleased. 

It was a dull, slow, and dreary winter. Mr. Roscorla was 
deeply engaged with his Jamaica project, and was occasionally 
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ip in London for a fortnight at a time. He had got the money 
irom young Trelyon, and soon hoped to set out — as he told 
Venna — to make his fortune. She put no obstacle in his way, 
lor yet did she encoiurage him to go ; it was for him to decide, 
ind she would abide by his decision. For the rest, he never 
evived that request of his that they should be married Ijeforc 
le went 

Eglosilyan in winter-time is a very different place from the 
ilglosilyan of the happy summer months. The wild coast is 
lombre and gloomy. The uplands are windy, and bleak, and 
)are. There is no shining plain of blue lying around the land, 
mt a dark and cheerless sea, that howls in the night-time as it 
leaXs on the mighty walls of black rock. It is rather a relief, 
ndeed — ^to break the mournful silence of those projcMin;^ cliff:> 
md untenanted bays — ^when the heavens are hhaken with a 
stann, and when the gigantic waves wash into the i-rnali har- 
Ixxn^ so that the coasters seeking shelter there have to \Mt 
icattled and tempK)rarily sunk in order to save thern. 'Il>en 
tfaexe are the fierce rains, to guard against which the seaward - 
looking houses have been lary-d with slate ; tsA the ;^ard'm^ 
get dank and wet. and the wavi are fill of Tr;:r':, ar.d r;0 one 
dsffcs venture out on the h\\y^:r/ cii/fi It wai a tedious and 
a dieedess -wmur:. 

Then ^Irs. K.osew2ine was rr-ore ^x le«s of an irrvsJid i}jt 
HKMtof the time- and V»'':rr.r_'s. y-z:, Tr:y,'r, 'X-ir-v^ed V/ hvuvehoH 
cnoL Ckxasioiialjv. Tr,*r- ':j:z *i^\.'^, irAryjn i.-r.-i :\ the 
cottages of her huri.hie zr'j^/j. :jJ^ 'j^-irr, ^"x o-.er. b^r>e vvuld 
dinib up the hin •I'n the vi'-er . de of the rr.lll-iveur. t'-^ h:5:ve a 
look axo3nd her. Or-e ^eer^::;': f. 'jres-U'ae r:ivre l-e-iv v.:^ thiere 
«iiong the r-xxi sl-ju :--2.e v. jr. 1' VTit-II vir>j..n: '^t iih'jr^erjv 

»«* '»^'- ^ --.- > -. c-a., -!':;£. ^er, V:5. — i. JiTcifJC 

line of cPTy rtsriir::: h::-7, <.:::. -t :: urit : :v^ :^ :i*; :::::s: ^ 
the fomii — ■:i«e ^ret^c .',>r-: . -tr the ti:5i t:iiiheu Lere 23U 
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there with the brown of withered bracken — ^then down in th 
two valleys the leafless trees, and gardens, and cottages ( 
Eglosilyan, the slates ordinarily shining wet with the rain. On 
day Wenna received a brief little letter from Mrs. Trelyon, wh 
was at Mentone, and who said something about the balmy ai 
and the beautiful skies, and the blue water around her; an< 
the girl, looking out on the hard and stern features of thi 
sombre coast, wondered how such things could be. 

Somehow there was so much ordinary and commonplaci 
work to do that Wenna almost forgot that she was engaged 
and Mr. Roscorla, continually occupied with his new project 
seldom cared to remind her that they were on the footing oJ 
sweethearts. Their relations were of an eminently friendly cha- 
racter, but little more — in view of the forthcoming sepaiatioD 
he scarcely thought it worth while to have them an)rthing more. 
Sometimes he was inclined to apologize to her for the absence 
of sentiment and romanticism which marked their intimacy; 
but the more he saw of her the more he perceived that she (M 
not care for that sort of thing, and was, indeed, about as 
anxious to avoid it as he was himself. She kept their engage- 
ment a secret. He once offered her his arm in going home 
from church ; she made some excuse, and he did not repeat 
the offer. When he came in of an evening to have a chat with 
George Rosewarne, they talked about the subjects of the day 
as they had been accustomed to do long before this engage- 
ment ; and Wenna sat and sewed in silence, or withdrew to a 
side-table to make up her account-books. Very rarely indeed 
— thanks to Miss Mabyn, whose hostilities had never ceased— 
had he a chance of seeing his betrothed alone, and then, some- 
how, their conversation invariably took a practical turn. It 
was not a romantic courtship. 

He considered her a very sensible girl. He was glad that 
his choice was approved by his reason. She was not beautiful ; 
but she had qualities that would last — ^intelligence, sweetness, 
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nd a sufficient fund of gentle humour to keep a man in good 
pints. She was not quite in his own sphere of life ; but then, he 
igued with himself, a man ought always to marry a ^oman who 
5 below him rather than above him — in social position, or in 
irealth, or in brain, or in all three — for then she is all the more 
ikely to respect and obey him, and to be grateful to him. 
^ow, if you do not happen to have won the deep and fervent 
3ve of a woman — a thing that seldom occurs — ^gratitude is a 
ery good substitute. Mr. Roscorla was quite content. 

" Wenna," said he, one day after they had got into the new 
ear, and when one had begun to look forward to the first 
adications of spring in that southern county, " the whole affair 
s now afloat, and it is time I should be too— forgive the pro- 
bund witticism. Everything has been done out there ; we can 
lo no more here ; and my partners think I should sail about 
lie fifteenth of next month." 

Was he asking her permission, or expecting some utterance 
rf regret that he looked at her so ? She cast down her eyes, 
ind said, rather timidly — 

" I hope you will have a safe voyage — and be successful." 
He was a Kttle disappointed that she said nothing more ; 
but he himself immediately proceeded to deal with the aspects 
of the case in a most businesslike manner. 

"And then," said he, " I don't want to put you to the pain 
<rf taking a formal and solemn farewell as the ship sails. One 
always feels down-hearted in watching a ship go away, even 
tfaoa^ there is no reason. I must go to London in any case 
for a few days before sailing, and so I thought that if you 
wouldn't mind coming as far as Launceston — with your 
mother or sister — you could drive back here without any 
bother." 

" If you do not think it unkind," said Wenna, in a low 
voice, " I should prefer that For I could not take mamma 
further than Launceston, I think." 
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" I shall never think anything you do unkind," said he. " I 
do not think you are capable of unkindness." 

He wished at this moment to add something about her 
engaged ring, but could not quite muster up courage. He 
paused for a minute, and became embarrassed, and then told 
her what a first-class cabin to Jamaica would cost 

And at length the day came round. The weather had been 
bitterly cold and raw for the previous two or three weeks: 
though it was March the world seemed still firozen in the grasp 
of winter. Early on this bleak and grey forenoon Mr. Roscorla 
walked down to the inn, and found the waggonette at the door. 
His luggage had been sent on to Southampton some days 
before ; he was ready to start at once. 

Wenna was a little pale and nervous when she came out 
and got into the waggonette ; but she busied herself in Vnap 
ping abundant rugs and shawls round her mother, who protested 
against being buried alive. 

" Good-bye," said her father, shaking hands with Mr. 
Roscorla carelessly, "I hope you'll have a fine passage 
Wenna, don't forget to ask for those cartridge-cases as you 
drive back from the station." 

But Miss Mabyn's method of biddmg him farewell was 6r 
more singular. With an affectation of playfulness she offered 
him both her hands, and so, making quite sure that she had a 
grip on the left hand of that emerald ring that had afforded her 
much consolation, she said — 

" Good-bye. I hope you will get safely out to Jamaica." 

" And back again ? " said he, with a laugh. 

Mabyn said nothing, turned away, and pretended to be 
examining the outlines of the waggonette. Nor did she speak 
again to any one until the small party drove away ; and then, 
when they had got over the bridge and along the valley, and 
up and over the hill, she suddenly ran to her father, flung her 
arms round his neck, kissed him, and cried out — 
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Hurrah 1 the horrid creature is gone, and hell never come 



►aclc^-never ! " 



" Mabyn," said her father, in a peevish ill-temper, as he 
tooped to pick, up the broken pipe which she had caused him 
D let fall, " I wish you wouldn't be such a fool." 

But Mabyn was not to be crushed. She said, " Poor dadda, 
tas it broken its pipe ? " and then she walked off, with her head 
ery erect, and a very happy light on her face, while she sang 
herself, after the manner of an acquaintance of hers, " Oh, 
he men of merry, merry England ! " 

There was less cheerfulness in that waggonette that was 
oaking its way across the bleak uplands — a black speck in the 
;rey and wintry landscape. Wenna was reaUy sorry that this 
01^ voyage, and all its cares and anxieties, should lie before 
me who had been so kind to her -, it made her miserable to 
hink of his going away into strange lands all by himself, with 
itde of the buoyancy, and restlessness, and ambition of youth 
o bear him up. As for him, he was chiefly occupied during 
his silent drive across to Launceston in nursing the fancy that 
le was going out to fight the world for her sake — ^as a yoimger 
nan might have done — and that, if he returned successful, her 
^titude would be added to the substantial results of his trip. 
'X rather pleased him to imagine himself in this position. 
^fter all, he was not so very elderly ; and he was in very good 
ireservation for his years. He was more than a match in 
>hysiqiie, in hopefulness, and in a knowledge of the world that 
log^ to stand him in good stead, for many a yoimger man who, 
rith fer less chances of success, was bent on m a kin g a fortune 
or the sake of some particular girL 

He was not displeased to see that she was sorry about his 
roing away. She would soon get over that He had no wish 
hat she should continually mope in his absence ; nor did he, 
ndeed, believe that any sensible girl would do anything of the 

Oft. 
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At the same time he had no fear whatever as to her remain- 
ing constant to him. A girl altogether out of the way of 
meeting marriageable young men would be under no tempta- 
tion to let her fancies rove. Moreover, Wenna Rosewame 
had something to gain, in social position, by her marriage with 
him, which she could not be so blind as to ignore ; and had 
she not, too, the inducement of waiting to see whether he 
might not bring back a fortune to her ? But the real cause of 
his trust in her was that experience of her uncompromising 
sincerity and keen sense of honour that he had acquired during 
a long and sufficiently intimate friendship. If the thought of 
her breaking her promise ever occmred to him, it was not as a 
serious possibility, but as an idle fancy, to be idly dismissed. 

" You are very silent," he said to her. 

"I am sorry you are going away," she said, simply and 
honestly ; and the admission pleased and flattered him. 

"You don't give me courage," he said laughingly. "You 
ought to consider that I am going out into the world — even at 
my time of life — to get a lot of money and come back to make 
a grand lady of you." 

" Oh ! " said she in sudden alarm — for such a thought had 
never entered her head — " I hope you are not going away on 
my account. You know that I wish for nothing of that kind. 
I hope you did not consider me in resolving to go to Jamaica !** 

"Well, of course, I considered you," said he, good- 
naturedly; "but don't alarm yourself; I should have gone if 
I had never seen you. But naturally I have an additional 
motive in going when I look at the future." 

That was not a pleasant thought for Wenna Rosewame. 
It was not likely to comfort her on stormy nights, when' she 
might lie awake and think of a certain ship at sea. She had 
acquiesced in his going, as in one of those things which men 
do because they are men and seem bound to satisfy their 
ambition with results which women might consider unnecessaij' 
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But that she should have exercised any influence on his decision 
— that alarmed her with a new sense of responsibility, and she 
b^an to .wish that he could suddenly drop this project, have 
the waggonette turned round, and drive back to the quiet 
content and small economies and peaceful work of Eglosilyan. 

They arrived in good time at Launceston, and went for a 
stroll up to the fine old castle while luncheon was being got 
ready at the hotel. Wenna did not seem to regard that as a 
very enticing meal when they sat down to it. The talk was 
kept up chiefly by her mother and Mr. Roscorla, who spoke of 
life on shipboard, and the best means of killing the tedium of 
it Mr. Roscorla said he would keep a journal all the time 
he was away, and send instalments from time to time to 
Wenna. 

They walked from the hotel down to the station. Just out- 
side the station they saw a landau, drawn by a pair of beautiful 
greys, which were being walked up and down. 

" Surely those are Mrs. Trelyon's horses," Wenna said ; 
and as the carriage, which was empty, came nearer, the coach- 
man touched his hat. " Perhaps she is coming back to the 
Hall, to-day." 

The words were uttered carelessly, for she was thinking of 
other things. When they at last stood on the platform, and 
Mr. Roscorla had chosen his seat, he could see that she was 
paler than ever. He spoke in a light and cheerful way, mostly 
to her mother, until the guard requested him to get into the 
carriage, and then he turned to the girl and took her hand. 

" Good-bye/ my dear Wenna," said he. " God bless you ! 
I hope you will write to me often." 

Then he kissed her cheek, shook hands with her again, and 
got into the carriage. She had not spoken a word. Her lips 
were trembling — she could not speak — and he saw it. 

AVhen the train went slowly out of the station, Weima 
stood and looked after it with something of a mist before her 



\ 
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eyes, until she could see nothing of the handkerchief that was 
being waved from one of the carriage windows. She stood 
quite still, until her mother put her hand on her shoulder, and 
then she turned and walked away with her. They had not 
gone three yards, when they were met by a tall young man 
who had come rushing down the hill and through the small 
station-house. 

" By Jove ! " said he, " I am just too late. How do you 
do, Mrs. Rosewame ? How are you, Wenna ? " — ^and then he 
paused, and a great blush overspread his face — ^for the girl 
looked up at him and took his hand silently, and he could see 
there were tears in her eyes. It occurred to him that he had 
no business there — and yet he had come on an errand of kind- 
ness. So he said, with some little embarrassment, to Mrs. 
Rosewarne — 

" I heard you were coming over to this train, and I was 
afraid you would find the drive back in the waggonette rather 
cold this evening. I have got our landau outside closed, jom 
know — and I thought you might let me drive you over." 

Mrs. Rosewarne looked at her daughter. Wenna decided 
all such things, and the girl said to him, in a low voice — 

" It is very kind of you." 

" Then just give me a second, that I may tell your man," 
Trelyon said, and off he darted. 

Was it his respect for Wenna^s trouble, or had it been his 
knocking about among strangers for six months, that seemed to 
have given to the young man (at least in Mrs. Rosewame's 
eyes) something of a more courteous and considerate manner? 
When the three of them were being rapidly whirled along the 
Launceston highway in Mrs. Trelyon's carriage, Harry Trelyon 
was evidently bent on diverting Wenna's thoughts from her 
present cares ; and he told stories, and asked questions, and 
related his recent adventures in such a fashion that the girl's 
face gradually lightened, and she grew interested and pleased 
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>he, too, thought he was much improved — how, she could not 
ixactly tell. 

" Come," said he, at last, " you must not be very down- 
learted about a mere holiday trip: You will soon get letters, 
nou know, telling you all about the strange places abroad ; and 
hen, before you know -vx^ere you are, you'll have to drive over 
o the station, as you did to-day, to meet Mr. Roscorla coming 
)ack." 

"It may be a very long time indeed," Wenna said ; "and 
f he should come to any harm I shall know that I was the 
ause of it j for if it had not been for me, I don't believe he 
ffould have gone." 

" Oh, that is quite absurd ! — begging your pardon," said 
iiaster Harry, coolly. " Roscorla got a chance of making 
ome money, and he took it, as any other man would. You 
lad no more to do with it than I had — ^indeed, I had some- 
hing to do with it — but that's a secret. No ; don't you make 
iny mistake about that. And he'll be precious well off when 
le's out there, and seeing everything going on smoothly, espe- 
aally when he gets a letter from you, with a Cornish primrose 
n: violet in it. And you'll get that soon now," he added 
[uickly, seeing that Wenna blushed somewhat ; " for I fancy 
here's a sort of smell in the air this afternoon that means 
pring-time. I think the wind has been getting round to the 
rest all day ; before night you will find a difference in the air, 
\ can tell you." 

"I think it has become very fresh and mild already," Wenna 
aid, judging by an occasional breath of wind that came in at 
he top of the ^vindows. 

" Do you think you could bear the landau open ? " said he, 
agerly. 

When they stopped to try — ^when they opened the windows 
-the predictions of the weather prophet had already been 
ilfilled, and a strange, genial mildness and freshness pervaded 
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the air. They were now near Eglosilyan, on the brow of a 
hill, and away below them they could see the sea lying dull 
and grey under the cloudy sky. But while they waited for the 
coachman to uncover the landau, a soft and yellow light began to 
show itself far out in the west, a break appeared in the clouds, 
and a vast comb of gold shot shining down on the plain of 
water beneath. The western skies were opening up; and 
what ^vith this new and beautiful light, and what with the sweet 
air that awoke a thousand pleasant and pathetic memories, it 
seemed to Wenna Rosewame that the tender spring-time was 
at length at hand, with all its wonder of yellow crocuses and 
pale snowdrops, and the first faint shimmerings of green on the 
hedges and woods. Her eyes filled with tears — she knew not 
why. Surely she was not old enough to know anything of 
the sadness that comes to some when the heavens are cleared, 
and a new life stirs in the trees, and the world awakes to the 
fairness of the spring. She was only eighteen ; she had a 
lover ; and she was as certain of his faithfulness as of her own. 
In bidding them good-bye at the door of the inn, Mr. 
Harry Trelyon told them that he meant to remain in Eglosilyan 
for some months to come. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

THE FAIR SPRING-TIME. 

The spring-time had indeed arrived — ^rapidly and impercep- 
tibly; and all at once it seemed as if the worid had grown 
green, and the skies fair and clear, and the winds sweet with a 
new and delightful sweetness. Each morning that Wenna went 
out brought some further wonder with it — along the budding 
• hedgerows, in the colours of the valley, in the fresh warmth of 
the air, and the white light of the skies. And at last the sea 
began to show its deep and resplendent summer blue, when the 
morning happened to be still, and there was a silvery haze 
along the coast 

" Mabyn, is your sister at home ? And do you think she 

could go up to the Hall for a little while, for my mother wants 

to see her? And do you think she would walk round by the 

-cliffs— for it is such a capital morning — if you came with her? " 

" Oh yes, Mr. Trelyon," said Mabyn, readily, and with far 
niiore respect and courtesy than she usually showed to the 
young gentleman, "I am quite sure Wenna can go; and I 
■loKiw she would like to walk round by the cliffs — she is always 
glad to do that — and I will tell her to get ready instantly. But 
/can't go, Mr. Trelyon — I am exceedingly busy this morning." 

*' Why, you have been reading a novel ! " 

"But I am about to be exceedingly busy," said Mabyn, 
petulantly. "You can't expect people to be always working 
and — I tell you I can't go with you, Mr. Trelyon." 
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"Oh, very well," said he, carelessly; "you needn't show 
your temper." 

" My temper ! " said Mabyn ; but then recollecting herself, 
and smiling derisively, went away to fetch her sister. 

When Wenna came outside into the white sunlight, and 
went forward to shake hands with him, with her dark eyes lit 
up by a friendly smile, it seemed to him that not for many a 
day — ^not certainly during all the time of her engagement 
with Mr. Roscorla — had he seen her look so pleased, happy, 
and contented. She still bore that quiet gravity of demeanour 
which had made him call her the little Puritan, and there was 
the same earnestness in her eyes as they regarded any one; 
but there was altogether a brighter aspect about her face that 
pleased him exceedingly. For he was very well disposed to 
this shy and yet matter-of-fact young lady, and was alternately 
amused by the quaintness of her motherly ways in dealing with 
the people about her, and startied into admiration by some 
sudden glimpse of the fine sincerity of her nature. He had 
done more to please her — ^he had gone to church several times, 
and tried to better his handwriting, and resolved to be more 
careful in speaking of parsons in her presence — ^than he ever 
thought he could have done to please any woman. 

So these t^vo set forth on this bright and cheerful mormng; 
and one would have said, to see them as they went, that two 
happier young folks were not within the county of Cornwall at 
that moment Wenna had a pleasant word for every one that 
passed ; and when they had gone by the mill, and reached the 
narrow path by the tiny harbour, where no more neighbours 
were to be seen, she appeared to transfer her abounding 
sympathy to all the objects around her, and she spoke to 
them, and laughed to them, so that all the world seemed to be 
friendly with her. Her sister used to say that her fingeis 
tingled to the very tips with kindness ; and at this moment she 
5ei22ed as though she could have kissed her hand to all the 
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birds and animals around, and wished them joy that they had 
so fine a morning. 

" Ho, ho ! Mr. Porpoise," she laughed and said, as she saw 
iax below her a big fish slowly heel over in the blue water of 
the harbour ; " don't you come too fer up, or you won't like 
the stones in the stream, I know ! " 

There was a hawk hovering high in the air over Blackcliff — 
Tielyon was watching it keenly. 

" Oh, go away, you bad bird," she cried, " and let the poor 
litfle things alone!" And sure enough, at this moment, the 
motionless speck up there b^an to flutter its wings, and 
{^esendy it sailed away over the clifi*, and was seen no more. 

"Mother Sheep," she said to the inattentive custodian of 
two very small lambs with very thick legs and uncertain gait, 
** why don't you look after your children? youll have them 
tumbling down the rocks into the sea in about a minute — thaf s 
about what youll do ! " 

** Boom ! " she said to a great humble-bee that flew heavily 
by ; and to a white butterfly that went this way and that over 
the warm grass on the hillside she called out, " My pretty lady, 
aren't you glad the summer is coming? " 

She talked to the white and grey gulls that were wheeling 
over the sea, and to the choughs flying hither and thither about 
the steep precipices of the cliffl They did not answer her; 
but that was no matter. From her childhood she had beUeved 
that she knew them all, and that they knew her ; and that even 
the difis, and the sea, and the clouds r^;arded her, and spoke 
to her in a strange and silent fashion. Once she had come 
back from the mouth of the harbour on a sultry afternoon, 
when as yet the neighbours had heard nothing of the low 
xnotterin^ of the distant and coming storm; and when her 
fnA^h^*^ asked the child why she was so silent, she said, '' I have 
been listening to God walking on the sea." 

Welly tiiey sat down on a seat idiich fronted the wide 
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opening in the cliffs and the great plain of the Atlantic beyond, 
that was this morning of a light and sunny sea-green, with here 
and there broad purple stains of shadow as the summer clouds 
passed rapidly over the sky from the west In the warm 
sunshine, the gorse on the hill behind them, and the grass on 
the pasture-land, sweetened the air. The wind blew fresh in 
from the sea ; and as the green waves broke white along the 
rocks beneath them, the brisk breeze carried with it a flavour 
of salt from the fine clouds of the spray. The spring-time 
seemed to have given life and colour to the sea as well as to 
the land, for all the world was brilliant with the new brightness 
of the skies. 

" And isn't it first-rate," said Master Harry, wishing to say 
something very pleasant to his companion, " that Mr. Roscoria 
is having such fine weather on his way out ? I am sure you 
would have been very anxious if there had been any storms 
about. I hope he will be successful ; he's a good sort of 
feUow." 

No one who was not acquainted with this young gentleman 
could have guessed at the dire effort he had to make in order 
to pronounce these few sentences. He was not accustomed M^ 
say formally civil things. He was very bad at pa)dng compli- 
ments ; and as for saying anything firiendly of Mr. Roscoria, he 
had to do it with a mental grimace. But Wenna was very 
familiar with the lad and his ways. At another time she would 
have been amused and pleased to observe his endeavours to be 
polite ; and now, if she hastened away from the subject, it was 
only because she never heard Mr. Roscorla^s name mentioned 
without feeling embarrassment and showing it. She murmured 
something about a hope that Mr. Roscoria would not find the 
voyage to Jamaica fatiguing; and then, somewhat hastily» 
drew her companion's attention to another porpoise which was 
showing itself from time to time outside the rocks. 

" I wish Roscoria had made me your guardian in his ab- 
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sence," said this blundering young man, who was determined 
to be on his best behaviour. " I quite agree with Mabyn that 
you overwork yourself in doing for other people what the lazy 
beggars ought to do for themselves. . Oh, I know more than 
you think. I'd wake some of them up if I had the chance. 
Why, they look on you as a sort of special Providence, bound 
to rescue them at any moment I was told only yesterday of 
old Mother Truscott having said to a neighbour, * Well, if Miss 
Wenna won't help me, then the Lord's will be done.' " 

"Oh yes, I know," said his companion, with some im- 
patience ; " she is always saying that I said to her the other 
day, when I got out of temper, * Why, of course the Lord's will 
will be done ; you don't suppose He wants your permission ? 
But if you'd only look after your own house, and bestir yourself, 
and keep it smart, your husband wouldn't go on as he does.^ 
There's nothing I hate worse than that sort of pretended piety. 
Why, when Abiathar Annot's boy died, I thought he'd be out 
-of his senses with grief, and I went up to see if he was all right 
aboat the house, and to say a friendly word to him ; and di- 
tecdy I went into the house he said to me, quite complacently, 
Well, Miss Rosewame, you know we must bow to the will of 
iie Lord, and accept His chastenings as mercies.' * Oh,' said 
. * if you take it that way, I've no more to say; ' and I left the 

'ace. I don't believe in all that sort of " 

9ie suddenly stopped, recollecting to whom she was 

eakmg. Were these proper comessions to be made to a 

vag man who had such a godless hatred of parsons, and 

vciies, and all good things ; and whose conversion to more 

actable wa>'s she had many a rime wished to attempt? 

dropped that subject ; and Master Haiiy was so resolved 

I proper and virrjo*-is that morning, that he took no advan- 

of what she had sa:d< He even, in an awkward lk.^h:on, 

Fcd that all pious people were not hypocrites ; one had 

iw distinctions. Of ccurse there were piocs people who 
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were really sincere. He hoped Miss Wenna would not suspect 
him of being so prejudiced as not to know that. Miss Wenna 
was a little inclined to smile, but she controlled her lips ; and 
Master Harry, having paid these ingenuous compliments to 
virtue and religion, rose with a frank sigh of relief, proposed 
that they should continue their walk up the hill, and was soon 
engaged in telling her — with a much gayer tone in his voice 
and with a return to his old impertinent carelessness — of some 
wild adventure in cliff-hunting which he and his faithful Dick 
had encountered together. 

They seemed to be in no great hurry, these two. It was a 
morning that invited to idleness. They chatted about all sorts 
of things, or were silent, with equal and happy indifference : he 
watching the sea-birds, she stooping from time to time to pick 
up some tiny flower of pale yellow or purple. In this fashion 
they made their way up to the summit of the cliffs, and there 
before them lay the great plain of the windy sea, and the long 
wall of precipice running down into the south-west, and the 
high and bleak uplands, marked by the square towers of small 
and distant churches. They struck across the fields to one of 
those churches — that which Master Harry had been persuaded 
to visit. The place was now silent enough : two jackdaws sat 
on the slender weather-cock ; the sunlight was warm on the 
silvery grey tower, and on the long green grass in the church- 
yard, in which the first daisies of the spring had appeared 
Then they went do^vn through some narrow lanes towards the 
higher portion of Eglosilyan ; and under the hedges were 
masses of pale primroses, and the purple blossoms of the 
ground-ivy, and the golden stars of the celandine. They drew 
near some of the cottages ; and in the gardens the flowering 
currant was in bloom, and everywhere there was a scent of 
wallflower. They crossed the main thoroughfare of the village; 
it was empty but for the presence of a small boy, who, with a 
slate slung on one side and a bag made of carpet slung on the 
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other, had apparently been sent home from school for some 
reason or other. The youthful scholar most respectfully took 
off his cap to Miss Wenna as she gave him a kindly greeting in 
passing. 

" They say all that is owing to you," Trelyon remarked. 

"Al^what?" 

" The good manners of the people in this village. The 
women bob you a curtsy as you pass, the girls say good morn- 
ing or good evening, the boys take off their caps, even if you 
are a perfect stranger. But you don't suppose that happens in 
every village in Cornwall ? My mother was speaking about it 
only this morning." 

Wenna was sufficiently surprised to know that she had got 
the credit of the courtesy shown to strangers by the Eglosilyan 
folks ; but even more surprised to learn that Master Harry had 
deigned to engage in conversation with his mother. He also 
seemed to be taking his first lessons in civility. 

*' Oh," she said, " that boy ought to pay me every attention 
to make up for his bad conduct. He was once a sweetheart of 
mine, and he deceived me. He sold me for sixpence." 

She sighed. 

" It is true. He adopted me as his sweetheart, and every 
time I saw him he promised to marry me when he grew up. 
But there came a change. He avoided me, and I had to catch 
him, and ask him why. He confessed. I wasn't his sweet- 
' heart any more. His elder brother, aged ten, I think, had also 
wanted me for a sweetheart, and he had a sixpence; and six- 
pence was the price of a new sort of spinning-top that had just 
been put into the window at the Post-office ; and the elder 
brother proposed to the younger brother to take the sixpence 
and buy the top, and hand me over. * So yii b^int my sweet- 
heart anny mower,' said that young gentleman, forgetting his 
good English in his grief But I think he has a tender recol- 
lection of me even now." 
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" I'd have thrashed the little brute for his meanness, if I 
had been you," said her companion, in his off-hand way. 

" Oh no," she answered, with a meek sarcasm ; " wasn't he 
only doing as a child what grown-up gentlemen are said to do? 
When there is money on the one hand and a sweetheart on the 
other, is not the sweetheart ordinarily thrown over ? " 

"What can you know about it?" he said bluntly. "In 
any case, you don't run any danger. Mr. Roscorla is not 
likely to be tempted by bags of gold." 

Mr: Roscorla— always Mr. Roscorla. Wenna, who crim- 
soned deeply at the slightest reference to the relations between 
herself and her absent lover, began to be somewhat angry with 
this thoughtless lad, who would continually introduce the name. 
What was his object in doing so ? To show her that he never 
failed to remember her position, and that that was his excuse 
for talking very frankly to her, as he would have done to a 
sister ? Or merely to please her by speaking of one who ought 
to be very dear to her ? She was not indebted to him for this 
blundering effort of kindness ; and on any less cheerful morning 
might have visited him with one of those fits of formal polite- 
ness or of constrained silence with which young ladies are 
accustomed to punish too forward acquaintances. 

But Miss Wenna had it not in her heart to be reserved on 
this pleasant forenoon ; she good-naturedly overlooked the 
pertinacious mistakes of her companion ; and talked to him — 
and to the flowers, and birds, and trees around her — ^with a 
happy carelessness, until the t^vo of them together made their 
way up to the Hall. Just as Master Harry opened the gate at 
the end of the avenue, and turned to let her through, he 
seemed for the first time to notice her dress. He made no 
scruple of stopping her for a moment to look at it 

" Oh, I say, I wish you could get my mother to dress like 
you ! " 

The burst of admiration was so genuine that Miss Wenna— 
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being only a girl — ^was very much pleased indeed ; and blushed. 
a little, and would rather have passed on. There was nothing, 
indeed, remarkable about her costume — about the rough light 
grey dress with its touches here and there of blue, nor yet 
about the white hat with its forget-me-nots and big white 
daisies — except that it seemed to fit well a very pretty figure, 
and also that the blue suited the dark and clear complexion 
and the dark eyes and hair. 

"I'm sick of her stalking about the house in the guise of 
a ghost — she all white, everything else black. I say, Wenna, 
don't you think you could get her to dress like a human 
being?" 

" But if it is her wish, you ought to respect it." 
" It's only a craze," he said, impatiently. 
" It may seem so to you," his companion said ; " but she 
has her own reasons for it, and they deserve your sympathy, 
even though they may not convince you. And you ought not 
to speak in that harsh way of one who is so very good and 
gentle, and who is so considerate towards you." 

" Oh, you always find excuses for people," he said, roughly. 
"Everybody should be considered, and respected, and have 
their fine feelings praised and coddled, according to you. 
Everybody is perfect, according to you." 

" Oh dear, no," she said, quite humbly. " I know one or 
two people whose conduct and habits, and their manners, too, 
might be very much improved indeed." 
*' I suppose you mean me ? ". he said. 

" And if I did ? " she said, boldly. " Don't you think, when 
you want your mother to be just as you would have her to be, 
that she might turn round and say that there was a great deal 
more in you that she might wish to have altered ? You know 
her manner of life is not necessarily wrong merely because you 

can't understand it. As for yours " 

*' Go ahead ! " he cried, with a loud and suddenly good- 
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Tiatured laugh. " Heap up all my sins on my head ! I'm 
getting used to be lectured now. Please, Miss Puritan, would 
you like me to get a surplice and come and sing hymns in the 
choir ? " 

Miss Puritan did not answer. There was no look of 
annoyance on her face — only a certain calm reserve that told 
her companion that he had somehow wounded the friendly 
confidence that had sprung up between them during this 
pleasant morning ramble. And at this moment they reached 
the front of the Hall, where Mrs. Trelyon came forward to 
greet her visitor ; so that Master Harry had no further oppor- 
tunity just then of asking her whether he had offended her, and 
of making an apology. He listened for a few minutes to his 
mother talking to Wenna about that Sewing Club. He became 
impatient with himself, and vexed, for Wenna seemed in no 
wise to recognize his presence ; and of course his mother did 
not ask his advice about the purchase of flannel. He tossed 
about the books on the table ; he teased an Angola cat that was 
lying before the fire until it tried to bite him, and then he put 
its nose into the water of a flower-vase. With the feather of a 
quill dipped in ink he drew a fox on one of the white tiles of 
the fireplace ; and then he endeavoured to remove that work of 
art with the edge of a scarlet and gold footstool. These various 
occupations affording him no relief, he got up, stretched his 
legs, and said to his mother — 

" Mother, you keep her here for lunch. I shall be back 
at two." 

"Oh, but I can't stay so long," Wenna said, suddenly; "I 
know I shall be wanted at home." 

"Oh no, you won't," the young gentleman said, coolly, "I 
know you won't. Mabyn told me so. Besides, I am going 
down now to tell them you will be back at four." 

And so he went away, but his walk down to the inn was not 
as pleasant as that roundabout ramble up to the Hall had been. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

ONLY A BASKET OF PRIMROSES. 

"What a busy life you must lead!" said Mrs. Trelyon, looking 
witli a gentle wonder at the young lady before her. " You seem 
to know how to do anything." 

Miss Wenna coloured a little, and said something about 
having had to help her mother for many years past 

" Aijd such a knowledge of the world as you have ! " Mrs. 
Trelyon continued, unconsciously staring at the girl as if she 
were some strange phenomenon. " Where did you get it ? " 

" That I am sure I have not got," Wenna said, brightening 
considerably, " for the strangers who come to the inn of course 
don't speak to me, except one or two of the very old ladies 
sometimes, and all they speak about is the scenery. But 
Mabyn and I read the remarks in the Visitors' Book, and these 
are very amusing, especially the poetry that the young gentle- 
men write ; and indeed, Mrs. Trelyon, if one were to judge by 
that book, one would think that the world was very silly. The 
elderly gentlemen generally praise the cooking ; the elderly 
ladies generally say something nice about the cleanliness of the 
bedrooms and the good attendance; and the young ladies 
write about anything, recommending other visitors to go to par- 
ticular places, or saying what they think of the Cornish peasantry. 
I am sure they are all very good-natured to us, and say very 
nice, things of the inn-; but then it looks so silly. And the 
young gentlemen are far the worst — especially the University 
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young gentlemen, for they write such stupid poetry and make 
such bad jokes. I suppose it is that the fresh air gives them 
very good spirits, and they don't care what they say, and they 
never expect that their friends will see what they have written. 
I have noticed, though, that the walking gentlemen never write 
such things when they are leaving, for they are always too 
anxious about the number of miles they have to get over on 
that day, and they are always anxious, too, about the heels of 
their stockings. If you would like to see the book " 

Wenna stopped. Mrs. Trelyon had been very good in 
extending a sort of acquaintance to her, and now proposed 
to help her in a way with her work. But she was going too far 
in expecting that this reserved and silent lady should become a 
visitor at the inn, or interest herself in its commonplace affairs. 
At this moment, indeed, Mrs. Trelyon was so very much 
reserved, that she did not notice either Wenna's tentative in- 
vitation or her embarrassment when she cut it short. 

" I wish," she said absently, showing what she had been 
thinking about, " I wish you could get Harry to go to one of 
the Universities." 

It was now Wenna's turn to stare. Did the mother of that 
young gentleman seriously think that this stranger-girl had such 
an influence over him ? 

" Oh, Mrs. Trelyon," Wenna said, "how could I ?" 

" He would do anything for you," the gentle lady said, with 
much simplicity and honesty. " He pays no attention to any- 
thing I say to him ; but he would do anything for you. His 
whole manner changes when you are in the house. I think 
you are the only person in the world he is afraid of. And it 
was so good of you to get him to go to church." 

" I am sure it was not I," said Wenna, getting rather afraid. 

" But I know," said Mrs. Trelyon, quite affectionately, " for 
I have seen everybody else try and fail. You see, my dear, you 
are in a peculiar position. You are young, and a pleasant 
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companion for a young man ; and as you are no relation of his, 
he is comteons to you. And then, you see, your being engaged 
to be married enables him to speak freely to 3rou and treat you 
as a friend; and I think, besides, you have acquired some 
means of keeping him in check, and having authority over him, 
and I am sure he would do more for you than for any one I 
know. As for me, I have never had any control over him; 
but he is at least civil to me when you are in the room." 

Wenna rose. 

** Mrs. Trelyon,^ she said, " don't you think it is a pity to 
stay indoors on such a beautiful morning? The air is quite 
mild and warm outside." 

She was glad to get out There was something in this 
declaration of her responsibility for the young man^s conduct 
which considerably startled and frightened her. It was all very 
well for her to administer an occasional sharp reproof to him 
when he was laughing and joking with herself and Mabyn : but 
to become the recognized monitress of so wild a pupil as 
Master Harry — to have his own mother appeal to her — that 
was quite a different affair. And on this occasion, when Mrs. 
Trelyon had got a shawl, and come outside with her guest, all 
her talk was about her son, and his wa)rs, and his prospects. It 
was very clear that, with all her lamentations over his conduct, 
Mrs. Trelyon was very fond of the young man, and was quite 
assured, too, that he had the brains to do anything he might be 
induced to undertake. Wenna listened in a vague way to all 
these complaints and speculations, and covert praises ; she did 
not find her position so embarrassing in the open air as in that 
dose drawing-room. They walked through the leafy alle)rs of the 
garden, unconsciously regarding the beautiful colour of the new 
spring flowers, and listening to the larks singing high up in the 
bhie. From time to time, as they turned, they caught a glimpse 
of hills all ablaze with gorse ; and near the horizon a long 
line of pale azure with a single white ship visible in the haze. 
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On the other side of the valley a man was harrowing ; they 
could hear him calling to the horses, and the jingling of the 
chains. Then there was the murmur of the stream fax below, 
where the sunlight just caught the light green of the larches. 
These, and the constant singing of the birds around them, 
were the only sounds that accompanied their talk, as they 
wandered this way and that, by brilliant garden plots or through 
shaded avenues, where the air was sweet with the fresh scents 
of the opening summer. 

And at last they came back to the proposal that Wenna 
should try to persuade Master Harry to go to Oxford or Cam- 
bridge. 

" But, Mrs. Trelyon," the ghrl said earnestly, " I am quite 
sure you mistake altogether my relations with your son. I 
could not presume to give him advice. It would not be my 
place to do so even if we were on the footing of friends, and 
that, at present, is out of the question. Don't you see, Mrs. 
Trelyon, that because Mr. Trelyon in coming about the inn 
was good-natured enough to make the acquaintance of my 
father, and to talk to us girls, it would not do for any of us to 
forget how we are situated? I don't an)rway — ^perhaps because 
I am proud — ^but, at all events, I should not presume on Mr. 
Trelyon's good nature. Don't you see, Mrs. Trelyon ? '* 

" I see that you are a very practical, and sensible, and plain- 
spoken young lady," her companion said, regarding her with 
a kindly look, " but I think you don't do my son justice. It is 
not thoughtlessness that made him make your acquaintance: I 
don't think he ever did a more prudent thing in his life before. 
And then, dear Miss Rosewame, you must remember— if I 
may speak of such a thing — that you will soon be the wife of 
one of the very few friends we have about here ; and you must 
excuse us if we claim you as a friend already, and try to take 
advantage of your friendship. Now, do you see that ? " 

Wenna was not persuaded; but she was, at all events, very 
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pleased to see that occasionally Mrs. Trelyon could forget her 
brooding, sentimental fancies, and become comparatively bright 
and talkative. 

" Now, will you say a word to him when he comes home for 
lunch?" 

"Oh no, I can't do that, Mrs. Trelyon," Wenna said; "it 
would be quite rude of me to do that. Besides, if you would 
not be displeased with me, Mrs. Trelyon, for saying so, I don't 
think going to a University would do him any good. I don't 
think — I hope you won't be vexed with me — that he has had 
sufficient schooling. And isn't there an examination before 
you could get in ? Well, I don't know about that ; but I am 
quite siue that if he did get in, he would be too proud to put 
himself in competition . with the other yoimg men who were 
properly prepared for study, and he would take to boating, or 
cridtet, or some such thing. Now, don't you think, Mrs. 
Trelyon, he would be as well occupied in amusing himself 
here, where you might gradually get him to take an interest in 
something besides shooting and fishing ? He knows far more 
things than most people fancy, I know that My father says 
he is very clever, and can pick up anything you tell him ; and 
that he knows more about the management of an estate, and 
about the slate quarries, and about mining too, than people 
imagine. And as for me," added the girl bravely, " I will say 
this, that I think him very clever indeed, and that he will make 
a straightforward and honourable man, and I should like to see 
him in Parliament, where he would be able to hold his own, 
I know." 

"Oh, my dear!" exclaimed Mrs. Trelyon, with a joyful 
face, "I am so grateful to you. I am so proud to know- 
you think so highly of him. And won't you say a word to 
him ? He will do whatever you please." 

But Miss Wenna had somehow been startled into that 
confession, and the sudden burst of honesty left her consider- 
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ably ashamed and embarrassed- She would not promise to 
intermeddle in the matter, whatever she had been induced 
to say about the future of the young man. She stooped to 
pick up a flower to cover her confusion, and then she asked 
Mrs. Trelyon to be good enough* to excuse her staying to 
lunch. 

" Oh no, I dare not do that," Mrs. Trelyon said ; " Harry 
would pull the house down when he found I had let you go. 
You know we have no visitors at present, and it will be such 
a pleasure to have him lunch with me ; he seldom does, and 
never at all if there are visitors. But really. Miss Rosewame, 
it is so inconsiderate of me to talk always of him, as if you 
were as much interested as myself. Why, the whole morning 
we have not said a word about you and all you are looking 
forward to. I do hope you will be happy. I am sure you will 
be, for you have such a sensible way of regarding things, and 
all is sure to go well. I must say that I thought Hany was 
a little more mad than usual when he first told me about that 
money ; but now I know you, I am very, very glad indeed, and 
very pleased that I could be of some little service to Mr. 
Roscorla for your sake." 

The girl beside her did not understand; she looked up with 
wondering eyes. 

" What money, Mrs. Trelyon ? " 

" I mean the money that Harry got for Mr. Roscorla— the 
money, you know, for these Jamaica estates; is it possible 
Mr. Roscorla did not tell you before he left ? " 

" I don't know anything about it, Mrs. Trelyon, and I hope 
you will tell me at once," Wenna said, with some decision in 
her tone, but with a strange sinking at her heart 

"You don't know, then?" Mrs. Trelyon said, with a 
sudden fear that she had been indiscreet " Oh, it is nothing, 
a mere business arrangement Of course, gentlemen don't 
care to have these things talked over. I hope you won't 
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mention it, dear Miss Rosewame ; I really thought you might 
have overheard them speaking of the matter." 

Wenna said nothing. The soft dark eyes looked a little 
troubled, but that was all. And presently, up came young 
Trelyon, full of good spirits, and noise, and bustle ; and he 
drove his mother and Wenna before him into the house ; and 
hurried up the servants, and would open the wine himself. 
His mother checked him for whistling at luncheon ; his reply 
was to toss the leg of a fowl on to the hearthrug, where a small 
and shaggy terrier immediately began to worry it. He put the 
Angola cat on the table to see if it would eat some Cornish 
cream off his plate. His pigeons got to know of his being 
. in the house, and came flying about the windows and walking 
jerkingly over the lawn ; he threw up the windows and flung 
them a couple of handfuls of crumbs. 

"Oh, Miss Wenna," said he, "would you like to see my 
tame fox ? I am sure you would. Mather, you cut round to 
the stables and tell old Luke to bring that fox here — off" you 
go— leave the claret this side." 

" But I do not wish to see the fox ; I particularly dislike 

* 

foxes," said Wenna, with some asperity; and Mather was recalled. 

Master Harry grinned to himself ; it was the first time he 
had been able to get her to speak to him. From the beginning 
of luncheon she had sat almost silent, observing his vagaries 
and listening to his random talk in silence ; when she spoke 
it was always in answer to his mother. Very soon after 
luncheon she begged Mrs. Trelyon to excuse her going away ; 
and then she went and put on her hat 

" I'll see you down to the inn," said Master Harry, when 
she came out to the hall door. 

" Thank you, it is quite unnecessary," she said, somewhat 
coldly. 

" Oh," said he, " you may be as nasty as you please, but I 
shall conquer you by my extreme politeness." 



I 
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At another time she would have laughed at the notion of 
this young gentleman complimenting himself on his politeness ; 
now, as she walked quietly down the gravelled path to the 
gate, she was very grave, and, indeed, took no notice of his 
presence. 

" Wenna," said he, after he had shut the gate and rejoined 
her, " is it fair to make such a fuss about a chance word ? I 
think you are very hard. I did not mean to offend you." 

" You have not offended me, Mr. Trelyon.' 

" Then why do you look so — so uncomfortable ? " 

She made no answer. 

"Now, look here, do be reasonable. Are you vexed 
because I called you Wenna ? Gr is it because I spoke about 
singing in the choir ? " 

" No," she said, simply, " I was not thinking of anything 
of that kind ; and I am not vexed.'* 

" Then what is the matter? " 

For another second or two she was silent, apparently from 
irresolution ; then she suddenly stopped in the middle of the 
road, and confronted him. " Mr. Trelyon," she said, " is it 
true that you have given Mr. Roscorla money, and on my 
account ? " 

"No, it is not," he said, considerably startled by her tone; 
"I lent him some money — the money he wanted to take to 
Jamaica." , 

"And what business had you to do anything of the sort?** 
she said, with the shame in her heart lending a strangely 
unusual sharpness to her voice. 

" Well," said the young man, quite humbly, " I thought it 
would be a service both to you and to him ; and that there was 
no harm in it If he succeeds he will pay me back. It was 
precious silly of him to tell you anything about it ; but still, 
Miss Wenna — ^you must see — now, don't be imreasonable — 
what harm could there be in it ? " 
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She stood before him, her eyes cast down, her pale face a 
trifle flushed, and her hands clasped tight. 

" How much was it ? " she said, in a low voice. 

"Now, now, now," he said, in a soothing way, "don't you 
make a fuss about it ; it is a business transaction ; men often 
lend money to each other — ^what a fool he must have been to 

have — I beg your pardon " and then he stopped, frowning 

at his own stupidity. 

" How much was it ? " 

" Well, if you must know, five thousand pounds.** 

" Five thousand pounds ! " she repeated absently. " I am 
sure my father has not so much money. But I will bid you 
good-bye now, Mr. Trelyon." 

And she held out her hand. 

" Mayn't I walk down with you to the village ? " said he, 
looking rather crestfallen. 

" No, thank you," she said quietly, and then she went away. 

Well, he stood looking after her for a few seconds. Now 
that her back was turned to him and she was going away, there 
was no longer any brightness in the fresh spring woods, nor 
any colour in the clear skies overhead. She had been hard on 
him, he felt ; and yet there was no anger or impatience in his 
heart, only a vague regret that somehow he had wounded her, 
and that they were no longer good friends. He stood so for a 
minute or two, and then he suddenly set out to overtake her. 
She turned slightly just as he had got up. 

" Miss Wenna," he said, rather shamefacedly, " I forgot to 
ask you whether you would mind calling in at Mrs. Luke's as 
you go by. There is a basket of primroses there for you. I set 
the children to gather them about an hour ago ; I thought you 
would like them." 

She said she would ; and then he raised his cap to her — 
looked at her just for one moment — and turned and walked' 
away. Wenna called for the basket, and a very fine basket of 
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flowers it was, for Mrs. Luke said that Master Harry had given 
the children sixpence apiece to gather the finest primroses they 
could get, and every one knows what Cornish primroses are. 
Wenna took away the flowers, not paying any particular atten- 
tion to them, and it was only when she got into her own room — 
and when she felt very much inclined to sit down and cry- 
that she noticed lying among the large and pale yellow prin> 
roses a bit of another flower which one of the children had, 
doubtless, placed there. It was merely a stalk of the smal. 
pink-flowered saxifrage, common in cottagers* gardens, and 
called in some places London-pride. In other parts of the 
country they tenderly call it None-so-pretty, 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

CONFIDENCES. 

Meanwhile, during the time that Wenna Rosewarae had been 

up at Trelyon Hall, her place in the inn had been occupied by 

a very handsome, self-willed, and gay-hearted young lady, who 

had endeavoured, after a somewhat wild fashion, to fulfil her 

sister's duties. She had gone singing through the house to see 

that the maids had put the rooms righ<- ; she had had a fight 

with Jennifer about certain jellies ; she had petted her mother 

and teased her father into a good humour, after which she went 

outside in her smart print dress and bright ribbons, and sat 

4)wn on the bench of black oak at the door. She formed part 

of a pretty picture there ; the bright April day was still shining 

all around, on the plashing water of the mill, on the pigeons 

standing on the roof, and on the hills beyond the harbour, 

which were yellow with masses of furze. 

"And now," said this young lady to herself, "the question 
^ can I become a villain ? If I could only get one of the 
persons out of a story to tell me how they managed to do 
It successfidly, how fine that would be ! Here is the letter in 
^y pocket — of course it has his address in it. I bum the 
letter. Wenna doesn't write to him. He gets angry, and 
writes again and again. I bum each one as it comes ; then 
he becomes indignant, and wdll write no more. He thinks 
she has forsaken him, and he uses naughty words, and 
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pretends to be well rid of her. She is troubled and as- 
tonished for a time ; then her pride is touched, and she won't 
mention his name. In the end, of course, she marries a hand- 
some young gentleman, who is really in love with her, and they 
are so very happy — oh, it is delightful to think of it ! and then, 
a long time after, the other one comes home, and they all find 
out the villain — that's me — ^but they are all quite pleased with 
the way it has ended, and they forgive me. How clever they 
are in stories to be able to do that ! '* 

She took a letter out of her pocket, and furtively looked at 
it It bore a foreign postmark. She glanced round to see 
that no one had observed her, and concealed it again. 

"To birni this one is easy. But old Malachi mightn't 
always let me rummage his bag ; and a single one getting into 
Wenna's hands would spoil the whole thing. Besides^ if 
Wenna did not write out to Jamaica he would write homci to 
some of his friends — some of those nice, cautious, inquiring 
clergymen, no doubt, about the Hall — to let him know ; smd 
then there would be a pretty squabble. I never noticed how 
the villains in the stories managed that ; I suppose there were 
no clever clergymen about, and no ill-tempered old postman 
like Malachi Lean. And oh ! I should like to see what he 
says — ^he will make such beautiful speeches about absence, and 
trust, and all that ; and he will throw himself on her mercy, 
and he will remind her of her engaged ring." 

Mabyn laughed to herself— a quiet, triumphant laugh. 
Whenever she was very down-hearted about her sister's affairs, 
she used to look at the gipsy ring of emeralds, and repeat to 
herself — 

Oh J greerC s forsahm^ 

And ydlow' s forsworn ; 
And blue is the sweetest 

Colour that^s worn I 

— and on this occasion she reflected that perhaps, after all, it 
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was scarcely worth while for her to become a villain in order to 
secure a result that had already been ordained by Fate. 

" Mab," said her lather, coming out to interrupt her reflec- 
tions, and speaking in a peevishly indolent voice, "whereas 
Wenna ? I want her to write some letters and to go over to 
the Annots'. Of coiuse your mother's ill again, and can't do 
anything." 

" Can't I write the letters ? " said Mabyn. 

**You? you're only fit to go capering about a dancing 
■academy. I want Wenna." 

"Well, I think you might let her have one forenoon to 
herself," Mabyn said, with some sharpness ; " she doesn't take 
many holidays. She's always doing other people's work, and 
when they're quite able to do it for themselves." 

Mabyn's father was quite insensible to the sarcasm; he 
said, in a complaining way — 

"Yes, that's sure enough; she's always meddling in other 
people's afiairs, and they don't thank her for it And a 
nice thing she's done with those Annots. ^NTiy, that young 
Hannabel feDow was quite content to mind his own bit of farm 
like any one else, until srie put it into his head U) get a spring- 
cart, and drive all the 'aay down to Dcvonj/ort with his fxnjltry ; 
and now she's led him on so that he buys u;/ the fi>i^, and the 
poultry, and egjs, and \aiXX':t and thJn^^s from all th/; folkr-; 
about him, to sell at lJr::vor:jxjn ; ij^d of ''//:rse they're raiding 
their prices, and iirjsfW ^J5x<j^y dfzSiX v/ith yAi ^7j/t\A a« a 
favour, the^-'ve got so yr':fio*i% \ridjf^trAf:ri\. ArA now \»f^% 
<ome to the Trfi^^tzz farm, zrA if WenrA d^^rsn't \n*j:Ti*:rf:, 
theyTl be contractfng witJo y.::i i',j the whok of tf-ye vizututtr. 
There's one bles&ed mer'^jj »f,cr« t?**? vff.% rrtismA lii^A 
have to step that noTiV^-i*^ ar>d r-av; to rr/.n^i h^:r oi*n 
busmesa.^ 

"Yes," said ^*l£'rrtit wlv- v^/*r j'rorr-j/jt>Jfr, ^^mA iA)e ha« 
been !efi to tzstA iotr o^jx yutJr>tvt ;/r';*/7 ir<;,*J ^AkiU^^ 
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"AVhat's the matter with you, Mabyn?" her fether care- 
lessly asked, noticing at length the peculiarity of her tone. 

"Why," she said, indignantly, "you and mother had 
no right to let her go and engage herself to that man. You 
ought to have interfered. She's not fit to act for herself — 
she let herself be coaxed over, and you'll be sorry for it 
some day." 

"Hold your tongue, child," her father said, "and don't 
talk about things you can't understand. A lot of experience 
you have had ! If Wenna didn't want to marry him, she 
could have said so ; if she doesn't want to marry him now, 
she has. only to say so. What harm can there be in 
that?" 

" Oh yes ; it's all very simple," the girl said to herself, as 
she rose and went away ; " very simple to say she can do what 
she pleases ; but she can't, and she should never have been 
allowed to put herself in such a position, for she will find it out 
afterwards if she doesn't now. It seems to me there is nobody 
at all who cares about Wenna except me ; and she thinks I am 
a child, and pays no heed to me." 

Wenna came in ; Mabyn heard her go upstairs to her owft 
room, and followed her. 

" Oh, Wenna, who gave you this beautiful basket of prin^— 
roses ?" she cried, guessing instantly who had given them. " ^^ 
is such a pretty present to give to any one ! " 

" Mrs. Luke's children gathered them," Wenna ssti^ 
coldly. 

" Oh, indeed ; where did the basket come from ? " 

" Mr. Trelyon asked them to gather me the primrose 
Wenna said impatiently ; " I suppose he got the basket" 

" Then it is his present ?" Mabyn cried. " Oh, how 
of him ! And see, Wenna — don't you see what he has put 
among the primroses? Look, Wenna — it is a bit oiNone^^ 
pretty. Oh, Wenna, that is a message to you ! " 
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Mabyn," her sister said, with a severity that was seldom in 
her voice, " you will make me vexed with you if you talk such 
nonsense. He would not dare to do such a thing — why, the 
absurdity of it ! And I am not at all well disposed towards 
Mr. Trelyon at this moment" 

'* I don't see why he shouldn't," said her sister humbly, and 
yet with a little inadvertent toss of the head; "every one knows 
you are pretty except yourself, and there can be no harm in a 
yoimg man telling you so. He is not a greater fool than any- 
body else. He has got eyes. He knows that every one is in 
love with you — every one that is 7ww in Eglosilyan, an)nvay. 
He is a very gentlemanly young man. He is a great friend to 
you. I don't see why you should treat him so." 

Mabyn began to move about the room, as she generally 
(Kd when she was a trifle excited and indignant, and inclined 
to tears. 

" There is no one thinks so highly of you as he does. He 
is more respectful to you than to all the people in the world. 
I think it is very hard and unkind of you." 

" But, Mabyn, what have I done ? " her sister said. 

'* You won't believe he sent you that piece of None-so-pretty, 
You won't take the least notice of his friendliness to you. You 
said you were vexed with him." 

" Well, I have reason to be vexed with him," Wenna said, 
and would willingly have left the matter there. 

But her sister was not to be put off. She coaxed for a 
few minutes, then became petulant, and affected to be deeply 
hurt; then assumed an air of authority, and said that she 
insisted on being told. Then the whole truth came out Mr. 
Trelyon had been lending to Mr. Roscorla a sum of money 
which he had no business to lend. Mr. Trelyon had somehow 
mixed her up with the matter, imder the impression that he 
was conferring a service on her. Mr. Trelyon had concealed 
the whole transaction from her, and, of course, Mr. Roscorla 
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was silent also. And on the face of it Mr. Trelyon was. 
responsible for Mr. Roscorla going away from his native land 
to. face all manner of perils, discomforts, and anxieties; for 
without that fatal sum of money he might still have been 
living in peace and contentment up at Basset Cottage. 

" Well, Wenna," said the younger sister candidly, and with 
a resigned air, " I never knew you so unreasonable before. All 
you seem able to do is to invent reasons for disliking Mr. 
Trelyon, and I have no doubt you used him shamefully when 
you saw him this forenoon. You are all love and kindness to 
people who have no claim on you — ^to brats in cottages, and 

old women, but you are very hard on people who 1 who 

respect you. And then," added Miss Mabyn, drawing herself 
up, " if I were to tell you how the story of that money strikes 
me, would it surprise you ? Who asked Mr. Roscorla to have 
the money and to go away? Not Mr. Trelyon, I am sure. 
Who concealed it ? Whose place was it to come and tell you 
— ^you who are engaged to him ? If it comes to that, 111 tell 
you what I believe, and that is, that Mr. Roscorla went and made 
use of the regard that Harry Trelyon has for you to get the 
money. There ! " 

Mabyn uttered the last words witli an air which said, "/ 
will speak out this time, if I die for it '^ But the effect on her 
sister was strange. Of course, she expected Wenna to rise up 
indignantly and protest against her spealcing of Mr. Roscorla 
in such a way. She was ready to brave her wrath. She fully 
thought they were entering on the deadliest quarrel that had 
ever occurred between them. 

But whether it was that Wenna was too much grieved to 
care what her sister said, or whether it was that these frank 
accusations touched some secret consciousness in her o^n 
heart, the elder sister remained strangely silent, her eyes 
cast down. Mabyn looked at her, wondering why she did not 
get up in a rage : Wenna was stealthily crying. And then, of 
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course, the younger sister's arms were round her in a minute, 
and there was a great deal of soothing and tender phrases; 
and finally Mabyn, not knowing otherwise how to atone for her 
indiscretion, pulled out Mr. Roscorla's letter, put it in Wenna's 
hand, and went away. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE FIRST MESSAGE HOME. 

Wenna was glad to have the letter at that moment. She had 
been distracted by all this affair of the money ; she had been 
troubled and angry — ^with whom she could scarcely tell ; but 
here was something that recalled her to a sense of her duty. 
She opened it, resolved to accept its counsels and commands 
with all due meekness. For such kindness as he might choose 
to show, she would be grateful, and she would go back to her 
ordinary work more composed and cheerful, knowing that, 
whatever business affairs Mr. Roscorla might transact, her 
concern was only to remain loyal to the promises she had 
made, and to the trust which he reposed in her. 

And the letter was in reality a kind and friendly letter, 
written with a sort of good humour that did not wholly conceal 
a certain pathetic consciousness of distance and loneliness. 
It gave her a brief description of the voyage ; of the look of 
the place at which he landed ; of his meeting with his friends ; 
and then of the manner in which he would have to spend his 
time while he remained in the island. 

" My head is rather in a whirl as yet," he wrote, " and I 
can't sit down and look at the simple facts of the case — ^that 
every one knows how brief, and ordinary, and commonplace a 
thing a voyage from England to the West Indies is ; and how, 
looking at a map, I should consider myself as only having run 
out here for a little trip. At present my memory is full of the 
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long nights and of the early mornings, and of the immeasurable 
seas that we were always leaving behind, so that now I feel as 
if England were away in some other planet altogether, that I 
should never return to. It seems years -since I left you at 
Launceston station; when I look back to it I look through 
long days and nights of water, and nothing but water, and it 
seems as if it must be years and years before I could see an 
English harbour again, all masts, and smoke, and hurry, with 
posters upon the walls, and cabs in the streets, and somewhere 
or other a railway-station where you know you can take your 
ticket for Cornwall, and get into your old ways again. But I 
am not going to give way to home-sickness ; indeed, my dear 
Wenna, you need not fear that, for, from all I can make out, I 
shall have plenty to look after, and quite enough to keep 
me from mooning and dreaming. Of course I cannot tell you 
yet how things are likely to turn out, but the people I have 
seen this morning are hopeful ; and I am inclined to be hopeful 
myself, perhaps because the voyage has agreed with me very 
well, and has wonderfully improved my spirits. So I mean to 
set to work in good earnest, with the assurance that you are 
not indifferent to the results of it ; and then some day, when 
we are both enjoying these, you won't be sorry that I went 
away from you for a time. Already I have been speculating 
on all that we might do if this venture turns out well, for of 
course there is no necessity why you should be mewed up in 
Eglosilyan all your life, instead of feeling the enjoyment of 
change of scene and of interests. These are castles in the air, 
you will say, but they naturally arise in the mind when you are 
in buoyant health and spirits ; and I hope, if I return to 
England in the same mood, you will become infected with my 
confidence, and add some gaiety to the quiet serenity of your 
life." 

Wenna rather hiuried over this passage ; the notion that 
she might be enabled to play the part of a fine lady by means 
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of the money which Harry Trelyon had lent to her betrothed 
was not grateful to her. 

" I wish," the letter continued, " that you had been looking 
less grave when you had your portrait taken. Many a time, on 
the voyage out, I used to fix my eyes on your portrait, and tiy 
to imagine I was looking at it in my own room at home, and 
that you were half a mile or so away from me, down at the inn 
in the valley. But these efforts were not successful, I must 
own ; for there was not much of the quiet of Eglosilyan around 
you when the men were tramping on the deck overhead, and 
the water hissing outside, and the engines throbbing. And 
when I used to take out your photograph on deck, in- some 
quiet comer, I used to say to myself, * Now I shall see Wenna 
just as she is to-day, and I shall know she has gone in to have 
a chat with the miller's children ; or she is reading out at the 
edge of Black Cliff*; or she is contentedly sewing in her little 
parlour.' Well, to tell you the truth, Wenna, I got vexed with 
your photograph ; I never did think it was very good — ^now I 
consider it bad. Why, I think of you as I have seen you running 
about the cliffs with Mabyn, or romping with small children at 
home, and I see your face all light and laughter, and your tongue 
just a little too ready to say saucy things when an old fogy like 
myself would have liked you to take care ; but here it is always 
the same face — sad, serious, and preoccupied. What were you 
thinking of when it was taken? I suppose some of your 
proteges in the village had got into mischief" 

" Wenna, are you here ? " said her father, opening the door 
of her room. " Why didn't Mabyn tell me ? And a nice thing 
youVe let us in for, by getting young Annot to start that busi- 
ness of going to Devonport He's gone to Tregear now." 

" I know," Wenna said, calmly. 

" You know ? And don't you know what an inconvenience 
it will be to us ; for of course your mother can't look after 
these things, and she'll expect me to go and buy poultry and 
eggs for her:' 
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" Oh no," Wenna said, " all that is arranged I settled it 
both with the Annots and the Tregear folks six weeks ago. We 
are to have whatever we want just as hitherto, and Hannabel 
Annot will take the rest" 

" I want you to write some letters," said Mr. Rosewame, 
disappointed of his grumble. 

"Very well," said Wenna; and she rose and followed her 
&ther. 

They were met in the passage by Mabyn. 

** Where are you going, Wenna? " 

''She is going to write some letters for me," said her father, 
impatient of interference. " Get out of the way, Mab." 

''Have you read that letter, Wenna? No, you haven't 
Why, fether, don't you know she's got a letter from Mr. Ros- 
corla, and you haven't given her time to read it ? She must go 
back instantly. Your letters can wait — or I'll write them. 
Come along, Wenna." 

Wenna laughed, and stood uncertain. Her father frowned 
at first, but thought better of what he was about to say, and 
<Mily remarked, as he shrugged his shoulders and passed on — 

" Some day or other, my young lady, I shall have to cuff 
your ears. Your temper is getting to be just a little too much 
for me, and as for the man who may marry you, God help 

him!" 

Mabyn carried her sister back in triumph to her own room, 
went inside with her, locked the door, and sat doAvn by the 



" I shall wait until you have finished," she said ; and Wenna, 
who was a little surprised that Mabyn should have been so 
anxious about the reading of a letter from Mr. Roscorla, took 
out the document again, and opened it, and continued her 



"And now, Wenna," the letter ran, "I must finish; for 
Ibeie are two gentlemen coming to call on me directly. Some> 
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how I feel as I felt on sending you the first letter I ever sent 
you — that I have said nothing of what I should like to say. 
You might think me anxious, morbid, unreasonable, if I told 
you all the things that have occupied my mind of late with 
regard to you ; and yet sometimes a little restlessness creeps in 
that I can't quite get rid of. It is through no want of trust in 
you, my dear Wenna — I know your sincerity and high principle 
too well for that. To put the matter bluntly, I know you will 
keep faith with me; and that when I get back to England, in 
good luck or in ill luck, you will be there to meet me, and 
ready to share in whatever fate fortime may have brought us 
both. But sometimes, to tell you the truth, I begin to think of 
your isolated position ; and of the possibility of your having 
doubts which you can't express to any one, and which I, being 
so far away firom you, cannot attempt to remove. I know how 
the heart may be troubled in absence — mistaking its own 
sensations, and fancying that what is in reality a longing to see 
some one is the beginning of some vague dissatisfaction with 
the relations existing between you. Think of that, dear Wenna. 
If you are troubled or doubtful, put it down to the fact that I 
am not with you to give you courage and hope. A girl is 
indeed to be pitied at such a time : she hesitates to confess to 
herself that she has doubts ; and she is ashamed to ask counsel 
from her relatives. Happily, however, you have multifarious 
duties which will in great measure keep you firom brooding; 
and I hope you will remember your promise to give me a full, 
true, and particular account of all that is happening in Eglo- 
silyan. You can't tell how interesting the merest trifles will be 
to me. They will help me to make pictures of you and all 
your surroundings ; and already, at this great distance, I seem 
to feel the need of some such spur to the imagination. As I 
say, I cannot appeal to your portrait — there is no life in it; 
but there is life in my mental portrait of you — life and happi- 
ness, and even the sound of your laughing. Tell me all about 
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Mabyn, who, I think, is rather jealous of me — of your mother 
and father, and Jennifer, and everybody. Have you any 
people staying at the inn yet ; or only chance-comers ? Have 
the Trelyons returned ? — and has that wild schoolboy succeeded 
yet in riding his horse over a cliff? " 

And so, with some few affectionate phrases, the letter 
ended. 

" Well ? " said Mabyn, coming back from the window. 

" Yes, he is quite well," Wenna said, with her eyes grown 
distant, as though she were looking at some of the scenes he 
had been describing. 

"I did not ask if he was well," Mabyn said. "I asked 
what you thought of the letter. Does he say anything about 
the borrowing of that money ? " 

" No, he does not." 

" Very well, then," Mabyn said, sharply. " And you blame 
Mr. Trelyon for not telling you. Does a gentleman tell any- 
body when he lends money? No; but a gentleman might 
have told you that he had borrowed money from a friend of 
yours, who lent it because of you. But there's nothing of that 
in the letter — of course not — only appeals to high moral prin- 
ciples, I suppose, and a sort of going down on his knees to 
you that you ma)Ti't withdraw from a bargain he swindled you 
into " 

" Mabyn, I won't hear another word ! This is really most 
insolent. You may say of me what you please ; but it is most 
cruel — it is most unworthy of you, Mabyn — to say such things 
of any one who cannot defend himself. And I won't listen to 
them, Mabyn — let me say that once and for all." 

" Very well, Wenna," the youngest sister said, with two big 
tears rising to her eyes, as she rose and went to the door. 
" You can quarrel with me if you please — but I've told you the 
truth — and there's those who love you too well to see you made 
unhappy ; but I suppose I am to say nothing more " 
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And she went ; and Wenna sat down by the window, think- 
ing, with a sigh, that it seemed her fate to make everybody 
miserable. She sat there for a long time with the letter in her 
hand ; and sometimes she looked at it ; but did not care to 
read it over again. The knowledge that she had it was some- 
thing of a relief; she would use it as a talisman to dispel 
doubts and cares when these came into her mind; but she 
would wait until the necessity arose. She had one long and 
argumentative letter to which she in secret resorted whenever 
she wished to have the assurance that her acceptance of Mr. 
Roscorla had been a right thing to do ; here was a letter which 
would exorcise all anxious surmises as to the future which 
might creep in upon her during the wakeful hours of the night. 
She would put them both carefully into her drawer, even as she 
put a bit of camphor there to keep away moths. 

So she rose, with saddened eyes, and yet with something of 
a lighter heart ; and in passing by the side-table ^e stopped — 
perhaps by inadvertence — to look at the basket of primroses 
which Harry Trelyon had sent her. She seemed surprised. 
Apparently missing something, she looked around and on the 
floor, to see that it had not fallen ; and then she said to herself, 
" I suppose Mabyn has taken it for her hair." 
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CHAPTER XX. 

tintagel's walls. 

What was the matter with Harry Trelyon? His mother could 
not make out, and there never had been much confidence between 
them, so that she did not care to ask. But she watched ; and 
she saw that he had, for the time at least, forsaken his accus- 
tomed haunts and ways, and become gloomy, silent, and self- 
possessed. Dick was left neglected in the stables; you no 
longer heard his rapid clatter along the highway, with the not 
o?cr-melodious voice of his master singing " The Men of merry, 
meny England" or "The Young Chevalier." The long and 
slender fishing-rod remained on the pegs in the hall, although 
you could hear the flop of the small bum trout of an evening 
when the flies were thick over the stream. The dogs were 
deprived of their accustomed runs ; the horses had to be taken 
out for exercise by the groom ; and the various and innumer- 
able aTiimals about the place missed their doses of alternate 
petting and teasing, all because Master Harry had chosen to 
shut himself up in his study. 

The mother of the young man very soon discovered that 
her son was not devoting his hours of seclusion in that extra- 
ordinary museum of natural history to making trout flies, 
stuffing birds, and arranging pinned butterflies in cases, as was 
his custom. These were not the occupations which now kept 
Trelyon up half the night When she went in of a morning, 
before he was up, she found that he had been covering whole 
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sheets of paper with careful copying out of passages taken at 
random from the volumes beside him. A Latin Grammar was 
ordinarily on the table — a book which the young gentleman 
had brought back from school pretty well free from thumb- 
marks. Occasionally a fencing foil lay among these evidences 
of study ; while the small aquaria, the cases of stuffed animals 
with fancy backgrounds, and the numerous birdcages, had been 
thrust aside to give fair elbow-room. "Perhaps," said Mrs. 
Trelyon to herself, with much satisfaction, " perhaps, after all, 
that good little girl has given him a hint about Parliament, and 
he is preparing himself" 

A few days of this seclusion, however, began to make the 
mother anxious ; and so, one morning, she went into his room. 
He hastily turned over the sheet of paper on which he had 
been writing ; then he looked up, not too well pleased. 

"Harry, why do you stay indoors on such a beautiful 
morning ? It is quite like summer." 

" Yes, I know," he said indifferently ; " I suppose we shall 
soon have a batch of parsons here : summer always brings 
them. They come out with the hot weather — ^like bluebottles." 

Mrs. Trelyon was disappointed ; she tliought Wenna Rose- 
wame had cured him of his insane dislike to clergymen — 
indeed, for many a day gone by he had kept respectfully silent 
on the subject. 

" But we shall not ask them to come if you'd rather not," 
she said, wishing to do all she could to encourage the reforma- 
tion of his ways. " I think Mr. Barnes promised to visit us 
early in May ; but he is only one." 

" And one is worse than a dozen. When there's a lot you 
can leave 'em to fight it out among themselves. But one — ^to 
have one stalking about an empty house, like a ghost dipped 
in ink ! Why can't you ask anybody but clerg)mien, mother? 
There are whole lots of people would like to run down to 
London for a fortnight before getting into the thick of the 
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season — there's the Pomeroy girls as good as offered to 
come." 

" But they can't come by themselves," Mrs. Trelyon said, 
with a feeble protest 

" Oh yes, they can ; they're ugly enough to be safe any- 
where. And why don't you get Juliott up ? She'll be glad to 
get away from that old curmudgeon for a week. And you 
ought to ask the Trewhellas, mother and daughter, to dinner — 
that old fellow is not half a bad sort of fellow, although he's 
a clergyman." 

"Harry," said his mother, interrupting him, "FU fill the 
house, if that will please you ; and you shall ask just whom- 
soever you please." 

"All right," said he ; " the place wants waking up." 

"And then," said the mother, wishing to be still more 
gracious, "you might ask Miss Rosewame to dine with us — she 
might come well enough, although Mr. Roscorla is not here." 

A sort of gloom fell over the young man's face again. 

" I can't ask her ; you may if you like." 

Mrs. Trelyon stared. " Whaf s the matter, Harry ? Have 
you and she quarrelled? Why, I was going to ask you, if you 
were down in the village to-day, to say that I should like to see 
her." 

" And how could I take such a message ? " the young man 
said, rather warmly. " I don't see why the girl should be ordered 
up to see you as if you were conferring a favour on her by 
joining in this scheme. She'^ very hard-worked ; you have got 
plenty of time ; you ought to call on her, and study her con- 
venience, instead of making her trot all the way up here when- 
ever you want to talk to her." 

The pale and gentle woman was anxious not to gf/e way to 
petulance just then. 

"Well, you are quite right, Harry; it was thoughtless oi 
me. I should like to go down and see her this morning ; but 
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I have sent Jakes over to the blacksmith's, and I am afraid of 
that new lad." 

" Oh, I will drive you down to the inn ! I suppose among 
them they can put the horses to the waggonette," the young 
man said \ and then Mrs. Trelyon went ofif to get ready. 

It was a beautiful, fresh morning ; the far-off line of the sea 
still and blue \ the sunlight lighting .up the wonderful masses of 
primroses along the tall banks ; the air sweet with the resinous 
odour of the gorse. Mrs. Trelyon looked with a gentle and 
childlike pleasure on all these things, and was fairly inclined to 
be very friendly with the young gentleman beside her. But he 
was more than ordinarily silent and morose. 

He spoke scarcely a word to her as the carriage rolled along 
the silent highways. He drove rapidly and carelessly down the 
steep thoroughfare of Eglosilyan, although there were plenty of 
loose stones about Then he pulled sharply up in front of the 
inn ; and George Rosewame appeared. 

" Mr. Rosewame, let me introduce you to my mother. She 
wants to see Miss Wenna for a few moments, if she is not 
engaged." 

Mr. Rosewame took off his cap, assisted Mrs. Trelyon to* 
alight, and then showed her the way into the house. 

" Won't you come in, Harry ? " his mother said. 

" No." 

A man had come out to the horses' heads. 

"You leave 'em alone," said the young gentlemaiL **I 
shan't get down." 

Mabyn came out, her bright young face full of pleasure. 

" How do you do, Mabyn?" he said, coldly, and without 
offering to shake hands. 

" Won't you come in for a minute ? " she said, rather sur- 
prised. 

" No, thank you. Don't you stay out in the cold ; youVe 
got nothing round your necL" 
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Mabyn went away without saying a word, but thinkipg that 
the cookiess of the air was much less apparent than that of his 
manner and speech. 

Being at length left to himself, he turned his attention ta 
the horses before him, and eventually, to pass the time, took 
out his pocket-handkerchief and b^an to polish the silver 
on the handle of the whip. He was disturbed in this peace- 
ful occupation by a very timid voice, which said, **Mr. 
Trelyon." 

He turned round and found that Wenna's wistful face was 
looking up to him, with a look in it partly of fiiendly gladness, 
and partly of anxiety and entreaty. 

** Mr. Trelyon," she said, with her eyes cast down, " I think 
y0U are offended with me. I am very sorry. I beg your 
forgiveness." 

The reins were ^tened up in a minute, and he was down 
in the road beside her. 

"Now, look here, Wenna," he said. "What could you 
mean by treating me so unfairly ? I don't mean in being vexed 
with me ; but in shunting me off, as it were, instead of having 
it out at once. I don't think it was fe,ir." 

" I am very sorry," she said. " I think I was very wrong ; 
but you don't know what a girl feels about such things. Will 
you come into the inn ? " 

"And leave my horses? No," he said, good-naturedly. 
" But as soon as I get that fellow out, I will ; so you go in at 
once, and III follow you directly. And mind, Wenna, don't 
you be so silly again ; or you and I may have a real quarrel. 
And I know that would break yoiu: heart" 

The old pleased smile lit up her face again as she turned 
and went indoors ; he, meanwhile, proceeded to summon an 
ostler by shouting his name at the pitch of his voice. 

The small party of women assembled in the parlour were a 
trifle embarrassed : it was the first time that the great lady of 
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the neighbourhood had honoured the inn with a visit She her- 
self was merely quiet, gentle, and pleased ; but Mrs. Rosewame, 
with her fine eyes and her sensitive face lit up and quickened by 
the novel excitement, was all anxiety to amuse, and interest, and 
propitiate her distinguished guest Mab)m, too was rather shy 
and embarrassed; she said things hastily, and then seemed 
afraid of her interference. Wenna was scarcely at her ease, 
because she saw that her mother and sister were not ; and she 
was very anxious, moreover, that these two should think well 
of Mrs. Trelyon and be disposed to like her. 

The sudden appearance of a man, with a man's rough ways 
and loud voice, seemed to shake these feminine elements 
better together, and to clear the air of timid apprehensions and 
cautions. Harry Trelyon came into the room with quite a 
marked freshness and good nature on his face. His mother was 
surprised: what had completely changed his manner in a 
couple of minutes ? 

" How are you, Mrs. Rosewame ? " he cried, in his off-hand 
fashion. " You oughtn't to be indoors on such a morning, or 
we'll never get you well, you know; and the doctor will be 
sending you to Penzance or Devonport for a change. Well, 
Mabyn, have you convinced anybody yet that your farm, 
labourers with their twelve shillings a week are better off than 
the slate-workers with their eighteen ? You'd better take your 
sister's opinion on that point, and don't squabble with me. 
Mother, what's the use of sitting here ? You bring Miss Wenna 
with you into the waggonette, and talk to her there about all 
your business affairs, and I'll take you for a drive. Come 
along ! And, of course, I want somebody with me : will you 
come, Mrs. Rosewame, or will Mabyn? You can't? — then 
Mabyn must Go along, Mabyn, and put your best hat on, 
and make yourself uncommonly smart, and you shall be allowed 
to sit next the driver — that's me ! " 

And indeed he bundled the whole of them about until they 
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nobody eq^ects Wesna ever ro hare a moment's enjoyment to 
hdsdf ! Ori '. iere fs old Uncle Com5?>h — he's a great friend 
of Wcmia's — he w-H be dreadfolly hurt if she passes hm 
withoot sayiDg a wonL'' 

''Then we mcst poll cp and address Unde Comtsh. I 
brieve he used to be die most dxiern^c^niffian of a poacher 
in this comtty.^ 

There was a hale <^ man, of seventy or so|, seated on a 
loir wan in front of one of die gardens ; his £i£e shaded from 
die smxl^;fat by a broad hat ; his lean grey hands employed in 
boddii^ up ^ leathern kggii^ that encased his ^Kire cahes. 
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He got up when the horses stopped, and looked in rather a 
dazed fashion at the carriage. 

"How do you do this morning, Mr. Cornish?" Wenna 
said. 

" Why, now, to be sure !" the old man said, as if reproaching 
his own imperfect vision. " 'Tis a fine mamin, Miss Wenna, 
and )ru be agwoin for a drive." 

" And how is your daughter-in-law, Mr. Cornish ? Has she 
sold the pig yet ? " 

"Naw, she hasn't sold the peg. If yii be agwoin thrii 
Trevalga, Miss Wenna, just yii stop and have a look at that 
peg \ yii'U be mazed to see en ; 'tis many a year agone sence 
there has been such a peg by me. And perhaps )ai'd take the 
laste bit o' refrashment. Miss Wenna, as yii go by ; Jane would 
get 3^11 a coop o' tay to once." 

" Thank you, Mr. Cornish, I'll look in and see the pig some 
other time ; to-day we shan't be going as far as Trevalga." 

" Oh, won't you ? " said Master Harry, in a low voice, as 
he drove on. " You'll be in Trevalga before you know where 
you are." 

Which was literally the case. Wenna was so much engaged 
in her talk with Mrs. Trelyon that she did not notice how far 
away they were getting from Eglosilyan. But Mabyn and her 
companion knew. They were now on the high uplands by the 
coast, driving between the beautiful banks which were staned 
with prinuroses, and stitchwort, and red deadnettle, and a dozen 
other bright and tender-hued firstlings of the year. The sun 
was warm on the hedges and the fields, but a cool breeze blew 
about these lofty heights, and stirred Mabyn's splendid masses 
of hair as they drove rapidly along. Far over on their right, 
beyond the majestic wall of cliff, lay the great blue plain of the 
sea; and there stood the bold brown masses of the Sisters 
Rocks, with a circle of white foam around their base. As they 
looked down into the south, the white light was so fierce that 
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they could but faintly discern objects tbrough it ; but here and 
there they caught a glimpse of a square church-tower, or of 
a few rude cottages clustered on the high plain, and these 
seemed to be of a transparent grey in the blinding glare of 
the sun. 

Then suddenly in front of them they found a deep chasm, 
with the white road leading down into its cool shadows. There 
was the channel of a stream, with the rocks looking purple 
amid the grey bushes; and here were rich meadows, with cattle 
standing deep in the grass and the daisies ; and over there, on 
tiie other side, a strip of forest, with the sunlight shining along 
one side of the tall and dark green pines. As they drove 
down into this place, which is called the Rocky Valley, a 
magpie rose from one of the fields and flew up into the firs. 

** That is sorrow," said !Mabyn. 

Another one rose and flew up to the same spot 

" And that is joy," she said, with her face brightening. 

** Oh, but I saw another as we came to the brow of the hill, 
and that means a marriage ! " her companion remarked to her. 

" Oh no ! " she said, quite eagerly. " I am sure there was 
no third one. I am certain there were only two. I am quite 
positive we only saw two." 

'* But idiy should you be so anxious ?" Trelyon said. " You 
know you ought to be looking forward to a marriage, and that 
is always a happy thing. Are you envious, Mabyn ? " 

The girl was silent for a moment or twa Then she said, 
with a sudden bitterness in her tone — 

*' Isn't it a fearful thing to have to be civil to people whom 
you hate ? Isn't it ? — when they come and establish a daim on 
you through some one you care for. You look at them — yes, 
you can look at them — and youVe got to see them kiss some 
one that you love ; and you wonder she doesn't rush away for 
a bit of caustic and cau t e ri z e the place, as you do when a mad 
dog bites yoa." 
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" Mabyn," said the young man beside her, " you are a most 
unchristian sort of person this morning. Who is it whom you 
hate in such a fashion ? Will you take the reins while I walk 
up the hill ? " 

Mabyn's little burst of passion still burned in her cheeks, 
and gave a proud and angry look to her mouth ; but she took 
the reins all the same, and her companion leaped to the 
ground. The banks on each side of the road going up this 
hill were tall and steep ; here and there great masses of wild 
flowers were scattered among the grass and the gorse. From 
time to time he stooped and picked up a handful ; until, when 
they had got up to the high and level country again, he had 
brought together a very pretty bouquet of wild blossoms. 
When he got into his seat and took the reins again, he care- 
lessly gave the bouquet to Mabyn. 

" Oh, how pretty ! " she said ; and then she turned round. 
"Wenna, are you very much engaged? Look at the pretty 
bouquet Mr. Trelyon has gathered for you." 

Wenna's quiet face flushed with pleasure when she took the 
flowers ; and Mrs. Trelyon looked pleased, and said they were 
very pretty. She evidently thought that her son was greatly 
improved in his manners when he condescended to gather 
flowers to present to a girl. Nay, was he not at this moment 
devoting a whole forenoon of his precious time to the unaccus- 
tomed task of taking ladies for a drive ? Mrs. Trelyon regarded 
Wenna with a friendly look, and began to take a greater liking 
than ever to that sensitive and expressive face, and to the quiet 
and earnest eyes. 

" But, Mr. Trelyon," said Wenna, looking round, " hadn't 
we better turn ? We shall be at Trevenna directly." 

" Yes, you are quite right," said Master Harry ; " you will 
be at Trevenna directly, and you are likely to be there for 
some time. For Mabyn and I have resolved to have luncheon 
there; and we are going down to Tintagel; and we shall 
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most likely climb to King Arthur's castle. Have you any 
objection ? " 

Wenna had none. The drive through the cool and bright 
day had braced up her spirits. She was glad to know that 
everything looked promising about this scheme of hers. So 
she willingly surrendered herself to the holiday ; and in due 
time they drove into the odd and remote little village, and 
pulled up in front of the inn. 

So soon as the ostler had come to the horses' heads, the 
young gentleman who had been driving jumped down and 
assisted his three companions to alight ; then he led the way 
into the inn. In the doorway stood a stranger — ^probably a 
commercial traveller — who, with his hands in his pockets, his 
legs apart, and a cigar in his mouth, had been visiting those 
three ladies with a very hearty stare as they got out of the 
carriage. Moreover, when they came to the doorway he did 
not budge an inch, nor did he take his cigar from his mouth ; 
and so, as it had neyer been Mr. Trelyon's fashion to sidle past 
any one, that young gentleman made straight for the middle of 
the passage, keeping his shoulders very square.- The conse- 
quence was a collision. The imperturbable person with his 
hands in his pockets was sent staggering against the wall, while 
his cigar dropped on the stone. 

" What the devil ! " he was beginning to say, when 

Trelyon got the three women past him and into the small 
parlour : then he went back. 

" Did you wish to speak to me, sir ? No, you didn't — I 
perceive you are a prudent person. Next time ladies pass you, 
you'd better take your cigar out of your mouth, or somebod/U 
destroy that two pennyworth of tobacco for you. Good 
morning." 

Then he returned to the little parlour, to which a waitress 
had been summoned. 

" Now, Jinny, pull yourself together and let's \\a.N^ ^^\s3»Rr 
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thing nice for luncheon — in an hour's time, sharp — you will, 
won't you ? And how about tha^t Sillery with the blue star — 
not the stuff with the gold head that some abandoned ruffian in 
Plymouth brews in his back garden. Well, now, can't you 
speak ? " 

" Yes, sir," said the bewildered maid. 
" That's a good thing — a very good thing," said he, putting 
the shawls together on a sofa. "Don't you forget how to 
speak, until you get married. And don't let anybody come 
into this room. And you can let my man have his dinner and 
a pint of beer — oh ! I forgot, I'm my own man this morning, so 
you needn't go asking for him. Now, will you remember all 
these things ? " 

" Yes, sir ; but what would you like for luncheon ? " 
"My good girl, we should like a thousand things for 
luncheon such as Tintagel never saw ; but what you've got to 
do is to give us the nicest things you've got ; do you see ? I 
leave it entirely in your hands. Come alopg, young people." 

And so he bundled his charges out again into the main 
street of the village : and somehow it happened that Mabyn 
addressed a timid remark to Mrs. Trelyon, and that Mrs. 
Trelyon, in answering it, stopped for a moment ; so that Master 
Harry was sent to Wenna's side, and these two led the way 
down the wide thoroughfare. There were few people visible 
in the old-fashioned place ; here and there an aged crone came 
out to the door of one of the rude stone cottages to look at Ae 
strangers. Overhead the sky was veiled with a thin fleece of 
white cloud; but the light was intense for all that; and, 
indeed, the colours of the objects around seemed all the more 
clear and marked. « 

"Well, Miss Wenna," said the young man, gaily, "how 
long are we to remain good friends ? What is the next fault 
you will have to find with me ? Or have you discovered scHne- 
thing wrong already ? " 
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"Oh no !'* she said, with a quiet smile, " I am very good 
friends with you this morning. You have pleased your mother 
very much by bringing her for this drive." 

" Oh, nonsense ! " he said. " She might have as many 
drives as she chose ; but presently you'll find a lot o' those 
paisons back at the house, and she'll take to her white gowns 
again, and the playing of the organ all the day long, and all 
that sham stuff. I tell you what it is : she never seems alive — 
she never seems to take any interest in anything — unless you're 
with her. Now you will see how the novelty of this luncheon 
party in an inn will amuse her : but do you think she would 
care for it if she and I were here alone ? 

*' Perhaps you never tried ? " Miss Wenna said gently. 

*' Perhaps I knew she wouldn't come. However, don't 
let's have a fight I mean to be very civil to you to-day — I do, 
really." 

" I am so much obliged to you," she said meekly. *' But 
I»ay don't give yourself imnecessary trouble." 

" Oh," said he, " I'd always be civil to you if you would 
treat me decently. But you say far ipore rude things than 
I do — in that soft way, you know, that looks as if it were 
all silk and honey. I do think you've awfully little considera- 
tion for human failings. If one goes wrong in the least thing — 
even in one's spelling — ^you say something that sounds as 
pleasant as possible, and all the same it transfixes you just as 
3rou stick a pin through a beetle. You are very hard, you are — 
I mean with those who would like to be friends with you. 
When it's mere strangers, and cottagers, and people of that 
sort, who don't care a brass farthing about you, then I believe 
you're all gentleness and kindness ; but to your real friends — 
the edge of a saw is smooth compared to you.'* 

" Am I so very harsh to my friends ? " the young lady said 
in a resigned way. 

"Oh, well!" he said, with some compunction, "I don't 
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quite say that \ but you could be much more pleasant if you 
liked, and a little more charitable to their faults. You know 
there are some who would give a great deal to win your ap- 
proval; and perhaps when you find fault they are so disap- 
pointed that they think your words are sharper than you mean ; 
and sometimes they think you might give them credit for trying 
to please you, at least." 

*' And who are these persons ? " Wenna asked, with another 
smile stealing over her face. 

" Oh ! " said he, rather shamefacedly, " there's no need to 
explain anything to you. You always see it before one need 
put it in words." 

Well, perhaps it was in his manner, or in the tone of his 
voice, that there was something which seemed at this moment 
to touch her deeply ; for she half turned, and looked up at his 
face with her honest and earnest eyes, and said to him kindly — 

"Yes, I do know without your telling me ; and it makes me 
happy to hear you talk so ; and if I am unjust to you, you must 
not think it intentional. And I shall try not to be so in 
the future." 

Mrs. Trelyon was regarding with a kindly look the two 
young people walking on in front of her. Whatever pleased 
her son pleased her; and she was glad to see him enjoy 
himself in so light-hearted a fashion. These two were chatting 
to each other in the friendliest manner; sometimes they 
stopped to pick up wild flowers ; they were as two children 
together, under the fair and light summer skies. 

They went down and along a narrow valley, until they 
suddenly stood in front of the sea, the green waters of which 
were breaking in upon a small and lonely creek. What strange 
light was this that fell from the white skies above, rendering 
all the objects around them sharp in outline and intense in 
colour? The beach before them seemed of a pale lilac, where 
the green waves broke in a semicircle of white. On their right 
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some masses of ruddy rock jutted out into the cold sea, and 
there were huge black caverns into which the waves dashed 
and roared. On their left and far above them towered a great 
and isolated rock, its precipitous sides scored here and there 
with twisted lines of red and yellow quartz; and on the summit 
of this bold headland, amid the dark green of the seagrass, 
they could see the dusky ruins — the crumbling walls, and door- 
ways, and battlements — of the castle that is named in all the 
stories of King Arthur and his knights. The bridge across to 
Ae mainland has, in the course of centuries, fallen away \ but 
there, on the other side of the wide chasm, were the ruins of 
the other portions of the castle, scarcely to be distinguished in 
parts from the grass-grown rocks. How long ago was it since 
Sir Tristram rode out here to the end of the world, to find the 
beautiful Isoulte awaiting him — she whom he had brought from 
Ireland as an unwilling bride to the old King Mark ? And 
what of the joyous company of knights and ladies who once 
held high sport in the courtyard there? Trelyon, looking 
shyly at his companion, could see that her eyes seemed cen- 
turies away from him. She was quite unconscious of his 
covertly staring at her; for she was absently looking at the 
high and bare precipices, the deserted slopes of dark seagrass, 
and the lonely and crumbling ruins. She was wondering 
whether the ghosts of those vanished people ever came back 
to this desolate headland, where they would find the world 
scarcely altered since thev had left it Did they come at night, 
when the land was darHJIand when there was a light over the 
sea only coming from the stars? If one were to come at night 
alone, and to sit down here by the shore, might not one see 
strange things far overhead, or hear some soimd other than the 
falling of the waves ? 

" Miss Wenna," he said — and she started suddenly — " are 
you bold enough to climb up to the castle? I know my 
mother would rather stay here." 
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She went with him mechanically. She followed him tip the 
, rude steps cut in the steep slopes of slate, holding his hand 
where that was necessary ; but her head was so fiill of dreams, 
that she answered him when he spoke only with a vague Yes 
or No. When they descended again, they found that Mabyn 
had taken Mrs. Trelyon down to the beach, and had inveigled 
her into entering a huge cavern, or rather a natural tunnel, that 
went right through underneath the promontory on which the 
castle is built They were in a sort of green-hued twilight, a 
scent of seaweed filling the damp air, and their voices raising 
an echo in the great hall of rock. 

"I hope the climbing has not made you giddy," Mrs. 
Trelyon said, in her kind way, to Wenna, noticing that she 
was very silent and distraite, 

"Oh no !" Mabyn said promptly. "She has been seeing 
ghosts. We always know when Wenna has been seeimg ghosts. 
She remains so for hours." 

And, indeed, at this time she was rather more reserved than 
usual all during their walk back to luncheon, and while they 
were in the inn ; and yet she was obviously very happy, and 
sometimes even amused by the childhke pleasure which Mrs. 
Trelyon seemed to obtain from these unwonted experiences. 

" Come now, mother," Master Harry said, " what are you 
going to do for me when I come of age next month ? Fill the 
house with guests ? — ^yes, you promised that — with not more 
than one parson to the dozen. And when they are all feasting, 
and gabbling, and missing the targets with their arrows, you'll 
slip quietly away, and I'll drive you and Miss Wenna over here, 
and you'll go and get your feet wet again in that cavern, and 
youll come up here again, and have an elegant luncheon, just 
like this. Won't that do ? " 

" I don't quite know about the elegance of the limcheon ; 
but I'm sure our little excursion has been very pleasant Don't 
l^yrou think so. Miss Rosewame?" Mrs. Trelyon said. 
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''Indeed I do," s^d Wanna, with her big, dark eyes coming 
back from their trance. 

"And here is another thing," remarked young Trelyon. 
"There's a picture I've seen of the heir coming of age — he's 
a horrid, self-sufficient young cad, but never mind — ^and it 
seems to be a day of general jollification. Can't I give a 
present to somebody? Well, I'm going to give it to a young 
lady, who never cares "for anything but what she can give away 
again to somebody else ; and it is — ^well, it is — why don't you 
guess, Mabyn?" 

**I don't know what you mean to give Wenna," said 
Mabyn, naturally. 

"Why, you silly, I mean to give her a dozen sewing- 
machines — a baker's dozen — thirteen — there ! Oh, I heard you 
as you came along. It was all, ' Three sewing-machines will cost 
so much, and four sewing-nuuhines will cost so much, and five 
sewing-mctchines will cost so much. And a penny a week from so 
many subscribers will be so much, and twopence a week from so 
many will be so much ; ' and all this as if my mother could tell 
you how much twice two was. My arithmetic ain't very 

brilliant : but as for hers And these you shall have. 

Miss Wenna — one baker's dozen of sewing-machines, as per 
order, duly delivered, carriage free ; empty casks and bottles 
to be returned." 

"That is very kind of you, Mr. Trelyon," Wenna said — 
and all the dreams had gone straight out of her head so soon 
as this was mentioned — " but we can't possibly accept them. 
You know our scheme is to make the Sewing Club quite 
self-supporting — ^no charity." 

"Oh, what stuff!" the young gentleman cried. "You 
know you will give all your labour and supervision for nothing 
— ^isn't that charity ? And you know you will let off all sorts 
of people owing you subscriptions the moment some blessed 
baby falls ill. And you know you won't charge interest on all 
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the outlay. But if you insist on paying me back for my 
sewing-machines out of the overwhelming profits at the end 
of next year, then I'll take the money. I'm not proud" 

" Then we will take six sewing-machines from you, if you 
please, Mr. Trelyon, on those conditions," said Wenna, gravely. 
And Master Harry — ^with a look towards Mabyn which was 
just about as good as a wink — consented. 

As they drove quietly back again to Eglosilyan, Mabyn 
had taken her former place by the driver, and found him 
uncommonly thoughtful He answered her questions, but 
that was all ; and it was so unusual to find Harry Trelyon in 
this mood, that she said to him — 

" Mr. Trelyon, have you been seeing ghosts, too ? ^ 

He turned to her and said — 

"I was thinking about something. Look here, Mabyn; 
did you ever know any one, or do you know any one, whose 
face is a sort of barometer to you ? Suppose that you see her 
look pale and tired, or sad in any way, then down go your 
spirits, and you almost wish you had never been bom. When 
you see her face brighten up, and get full of healthy colour, 
you feel glad enough to burst out singing, or go mad; anyhow, 
you know that everything's all right. What the weather is, 
what people may say about you, whatever eke may happen to 
you, that's nothing : all you want to see is just that one 
person's face look perfectly bright and perfectly happy, and 
nothing can touch you then. Did you ever know anybody 
like that ? " he added, rather abruptly. 

" Oh yes ! " said Mabyn, in a low voice ; " that is when 
you are in love with some one. And there is only one fece 
in all the world that I look to for all these things : there is 
only one person I know who tells you openly and simply in her 
face all that affects her : and that is our Wenna. I suppose 
you have noticed that, Mr. Trelyon ? " 

But he did not make any answer. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

CONFESSION. 

The lad lay dreaming in the wann meadows, by the side of a 
small and rapid brook, the clear waters of which plashed and 
bubbled in the sunlight as they hurried past the brown stones. 
His fishing-rod lay near him, hidden in the long grass and the 
daisies. The sun was hot in the valley — shining on a wall of 
grey rock behind him, and throwing purple shadows over the 
defts ; shining on the dark bushes beside the stream, and on 
the lush green of the meadows ; shining on the trees beyond, in 
the shadow of which some dark red cattle were standing. Then, 
away on the other side of the valley rose gently sloping woods, 
grey and green in the haze of the heat ; and over these again 
was the pale blue sky with scarcely a cloud in it It was a hot 
day to be found in spring-time ; but the waters of the brook 
seemed cool and pleasant as they gurgled by, and occasionally 
a breath of wind blew from over the woods. For the rest, he 
iay so still on this fine, indolent, dreamy morning that the birds 
around seemed to take no note of his presence ; and one of 
the large woodpeckers, with his scarlet head and green body 
brilliant in the sun, flew close by him and disappeared into the 
bushes opposite, like a sudden gleam of colour shot by a 
diamond. 

" Next month," he was thinking to himself, as he lay Ti-ith 
his hands behind his head, not caring to shade his handsome 
and well-tanned face from the warm sun, " next month I shall 
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be twenty-one, and most folks will consider me a man. Any- 
how, I don't know the man whom I wouldn't fight, or run, or 
ride, or shoot against, for any wager he liked. But of all the 
people who know anything about me, just that one whose 
opinion I care for will not consider me a man at all, but only a 
boy. And that without sajring anything. You can tell, some- 
how, by a mere look what her feelings are ; and you know that 
what she thinks is true. Of course it's true — I am only a boy. 
Whaf s the good of me to anybody ? I could look after a farm 
— that is, I could look after other people doing their work, but 
I couldn't do any myself. And that seems to me what she is 
always looking at— what's the good of you, what are you doing, 
what are you busy about ? It's all very well for her to be busy, 
for she can do a hundred thousand things, and she is always at 
them. What can I do?" 

Then his wandering day-dreamings took another turn. 

" It was an odd thing for Mab)^ to say, ' That is when you 
are in love with some oneJ But those girls take everything for 
love. They don't know how you can admire almost to worship- 
ping the goodness of a woman, and how you are anxious that 
she should be well and happy, and how you would do anything 
in the world to please her, without fancying straight away that 
you are in love with her, and want to marry her, and drive 
about in the same carriage with her. I shall be quite as fond 
of Wenna Rosewame when she is married; although I shall 
hate that little brute with his rum and his treacle — the cheek of 
him, in asking her to marry him, is astonishing. He is the most 
hideous little beast that could have been picked out to marry 
any woman ; but I suppose he has appealed to her compassion, 
and then she'll do anything. But if there was anybody else in 
love with her — if she cared the least bit about anybody else — 
wouldn't I go straight to her, and insist on her shunting that 
fellow aside 1 What claim has he on any other feeling of has 
but her compassion ? Why, if that fellow were to come and try 



COyFESSIOX. 205 

to fiighten. her — and if I were i:: the a-ffa-rr. and if she appealed 
to me even by a look — ^then there vouid ht short work "trith 
something or somebodj ' ^ 

He got up hasnlT, nith something of an angry look on ids 
£ice. He did not notice that he hajd startled all the birds 
aroand from ont of the bushes. He picked up his rod and line 
in a morose fashion, not seeming to care about adding to the 
half-dozen small and red-speckled trout he had in his basket 

While he was thus irresolutely standing, he caught sigh: of 
a g^l's figmie coming rapidly along the valley, under the shadow 
of some ash-trees growing by the stream. It was Wenna 
Ex>sewame herself! and she seemed to be huirying towards him. 
She was canying some black object in her arms. 

" Oh, i^Ir. Trelyon \ " she said, " what am I to do with this 
litde dog? I saw him kicking in the road and foaming at the 
mouth — and then he got up and ran — ^and I took him " 

Before she had time to say anything more the young man 
made a sudden dive at the dog, caught hold of him, and 
turned and heaved him into the stream. He fell into a little 
pool of dear brown water; he spluttered and paddled there 
for a second; then he got his footing and scrambled across 
the stones up to the opposite bank, where he began shnkin£T 
the water from his coat among the long grass. 

" Oh, how could you be so disgracefully cruel ! " she said, 
with her face fiill of indignation. 

" And how could you be so imprudent ? " he said, quite as 
vehemently. " WTiy, ^ose is the dog ? " 

" I don't know." 

" And you catch up some mongrel little cur in the middle 
of the highway — ^he might have been mad " 

" I knew he wasn't mad ! " she said ; ** it was only a fit ; 
and how could you be so cruel as to throw him into the 
river?" 

" Oh ! " said the young man, coolly, " a dash of cold water 
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is the best thing for a dog when it has a fit Besides, I don't 
care what he had, or what I did with him, so long as you are 
safe. Your little finger is of more consequence than the necks 
of all the curs in the country." 

" Oh ! it is mean of you to say that," she retorted, warmly. 
" You have no pity for those wretched little things that are at 
every one's mercy. If it were a handsome and beautiful dog, 
now, you would care for that; or if it were a dog that was 
skilled in getting game for you, you would care for that." 

" Yes, certainly," he said ; " these are dogs that have some- 
thing to recommend them." 

"Yes, and every one is good to them; they are not in 
need of your favoiu-. But you don't think of the wretched 
little brutes that have nothing to recommend them — that only 
live on sufferance — that every one kicks, and despises, and 
starves." 

" Well," said he, with some compunction, " look there ! 
That new friend of you — he's no great beauty, you must confess 
— ^is all right now. The bath has cured him. As soon as he's 
done licking his paws, he'll be oif home, wherever that may be. 
But I've always noticed that about you, Wenna — ^you're always 
on the side of things that are ugly, and helpless, and useless in 
the world ; and you're not very just to those who don't agree 
with you. For after all, you know, one wants time to acquire 
that notion of yours — that it is only weak and ill-favoured 
areatures that are worthy of any consideration." 

" Yes," she said, rather sadly ; " you want time to learn 
that." 

He looked at her. Did she mean that her sympathy with 
those who were weak and ill-favoured arose from some strange 
consciousness that she herself was both? His cheeks began 
to bum red. He had often heard her hint something like that ; 
and yet he had never dared to reason with her, or show her 
what he thought of her. Should he do so now ? 
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" Wenna," he said, blushing hotly, " I can't make you out 
sometimes. You speak as if no one cared for you. Now, if 
I were to tell you " 

" Oh, I am not so ungrateful," she said, hastily. " I know 
that two or three do — ^and — and, Mr. Trelyon, do you think 
you could coax that little dog over the stream again? You 
see he has come back again — he can't find his way home." 

Mr. Trelyon called to the dog ; it came down to the river's 
side, and whined and shivered on the brink. " Do you care a 
brass farthing about the little beast ? " he said to Wenna. 

" I must put him on his way home," she answered. 

Thereupon the young man went straight through the stream 
to the other side, jumping the deeper portions of the channel ; 
he caught up the dog, and brought it back to her ; and when 
she was very angry with him for this mad performance, hu 
merelv kicked some of the water out of his trousers, and 
laughed. Then a smile broke over her face also. 

" Is that an example of what people would do for me ? " 
she said, shyly. " Mr. Trelyon, you must keep walking through 
the warm grass till your feet are dry ; or will you come along 
to the inn, and I shall get you some shoes and stockings? 
Pray do ; and at once. I am rather in a hurry." 

" I'll go along with you, anyway," he said, " and put this 
little brute into the highway. But why are you in a hurry ? " 

" Because," said Wenna, as they set out to walk down the 
valley, " because my mother and I are going to Penzance the 
day after to-morrow, and I have a lot of things to get ready." 

" To Penzance ? " said he, with a sudden falling of the face. 

" Yes. She has been dreadfully out of sorts lately, and she 
has sunk into a kind of despondent state. The doctor says 
she must have a change — ^a holiday, really, to take her away 
from the cares of the house " 

" Why, Wenna, it's you who want the holiday ; ifs you who 
have the cares of the house ! " Trelyon said, warmly. 
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"And so I have persuaded her to go to Penzance for a 
iveek or two, and I go with her to look after her. Mr. Trelyon, 
would you be kind enough to keep Rock for me until we come 
back ? I am afraid of the servants neglecting him." 

" You needn't be afraid of that : he's not one of the ill- 
favoured; every one will attend to him," said Trelyon; and 
then he added, after a minute or two of silence, " The fact is, 
I think I shall be at Penzance also while you are there. My 
Cousin Juliott is coming here in about a fortnight, to celebrate 
the important event of my coming of age, and I promised to 
go for her. I might as well go now." 

She said nothing. 

" I might as well go any tune," he said, rather impatiently. 
"I haven't got anything to do. Ek) you know, before you 
came along just now, I was thinking what a very useful person 
you were in the world, and what a very useless person I was — 
about as useless as this little cur. I think somebody should 
take me up and heave me into a river. And I was wondering 
too," — here he became a little more embarrassed and slow of 
speech — " I was wondering what you would say if I spoke to 
you, and gave you a hint that sometimes— that sometimes one 
might wish to cut this lazy life if one only knew how, and 
whether so very busy a person as yourself mightn't, don't you 
see, give one some notion — some sort of hint, in fact " 

" Oh ! but then, Mr. Trelyon," she said, quite cheerfully, 
" you would think it very strange if I asked you to take any 
interest in the things that keep me busy. That is not a man's 
work. I wouldn't accept you as a pupil." 

He burst out laughing. 

" Why," said he, " do you think I oflfered to mend stockings, 
and set sums on slates, and coddle babies ? " 

" As for setting sums on slates," she remarked, with a quiet 
impertinence, " the working of them out might be of use to 
you." 
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** Yes, and a serious trouble, too," he said, candidly. " No, 
no — that cottage business ain't in my line. I like to have a 
joke with the old folks, or a romp with the children; but I 
can't go in for cutting out pinafores. I shall leave my mother 
to do my share of that for me 3 and hasn't she come out strong 
lately, eh ? It's quite a new amusement for her, and it's driven 
a deal of that organ-grinding stuff out of her head ; and I've a 
notion some of those parsons " 

He stopped short, remembering who his companion was ; 
and at this moment they came to a gate jwhich opened out 
on the highway, through which the small cur was passed to find 

his way home. 

" Now, Miss Wenna," said the young man — " by the way, 
you see how I remember to address you respectfully ever since 
you got sulky with me about it the other day ? " 

" I am sure I did not get sulky with you, and especially 
about that," she remarked, with much composure. " I suppose 
you are not aware that you have dropped the ' Miss ' several 
times this morning already?" 

"Did I, really? Well, then, I'm awfully sorry — ^but then 
you are so good-natured you tempt one to forget; and my 
mother she always calls you Wenna Rosewame now in speaking 
to me, as if you were a little school-girl instead of being the 
chief support and pillar of all the public affairs of Eglosilyan. 
And now. Miss Wenna, I shan't go down the road with you, 
because my damp boots and garments would gather the dust ; 
but perhaps you wouldn't mind stopping two seconds here, and 
I'm going to go a cracker and ask you a question : What should 
a fellow in my position try to do? You see, I haven't had the 
least training for any one of the professions, even if I had any 
sort of capacity " 

" But why should you wish to have a profession? " she said, 
simply. "You have more money than is good for you already." 

«< Then you don't think it ignominious," he said, with his 
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face lighting up considerably, " to fish in summer, and shoot in 
autumn, and hunt in winter, and make that the only business of 
one's life ? " 

"I should, if it were the only business; but it needn't be, 
and you don't make it so. My father speaks very highly of the 
way you look after your property; and he knows what attending 
to an estate is. And then, you have so many opportunities of 
being kind and useful to the people about you, that you might 
do more good that way than by working night and day at a 
profession. Then you owe much to yourself; because if every 
one began with himself, and educated himself and became 
satisfied and happy with doing his best, there would be no bad 
conduct and wretchedness to call for interference. I don't see- 
why you should be ashamed of shooting, and hunting, and all 
that ; and doing them as well as anybody else, or fax better, as 
I hear people say. I don't think a man is bound to have 
ambition and try to become famous ; you might be of much 
greater use in the world even in such a little place as Eglo- 
silyan than if you were in Parliament. I did say to Mrs. 
Trelyon that I should like to see you in Parliament, because 
one has a natural pride in any one that one admires and likes 
very much " 

He saw the quick look of fear that sprang to her eyes — ^not 
a sudden appearance of shy embarrassment, but of absolute 
fear ; and he was almost as startled by her blunder as she her- 
self was. He hastily came to her rescue. He thanked her in 
a few rapid and formal words for her patience and advice; 
and, as he saw she was trying to turn away and hide the morti- 
fication visible on her face, he shook hands with her, and let 
her go. 

Then he turned. He had been startled, it is true^ and 
grieved to see the pain her chance words had caused her. But 
now a great glow of delight rose up within him ; and he could 
have called aloud to the blue skies and the silent woods be- 
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cause of the joy that filled his heart They were chance words, 
of course. They were uttered with no deliberate intention; 
on the contrary, her quick look of pain showed how bitterly 
she regretted the blunder. Moreover, he congratulated him- 
self on his rapid piece of acting, and assured himself that she 
would believe that he had not noticed that admission of hers. 
They were idle words. She would forget them. The incident, 
so far as she was concerned, was gone. 

But not so far as he was concerned. For now he knew 
that the person whom, above all other persons in the world, he 
was most desirous to please, whose respect and esteem he was 
most anxious to obtain, had not only condoned much of his 
idleness, out of the abundant charity of her heart, but had 
further, and by chance, revealed to him that she gave him some 
little share of that affection which she seemed to shed gene- 
rously and indiscriminately on so many folks and things around 
her. He, too, was now in the charmed circle. He walked 
with a new pride through the warm, green meadows, his rod 
over his shoulder ; he whistled as he went, or he sang snatches 
of " The Rose of Allandale." He met two small boys out 
bird's-nesting ; he gave them a shilling apiece, and then incon- 
sistently informed them that if he caught them, then or at any 
other time, with a bird's nest in their hands, he would cuff their 
ears. Then he walked hastily home, put by his fishing-rod, 
and shut himself up in his study with half a dozen of those 
learned volumes which he had brought back unsoiled from 
school. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

ON WINGS OF HOPE. 

When Trelyon arrived late one evening at Penzance, he was 
surprised to find his uncle's coachman awaiting him at the station. 

"What's the matter, Tobias? Is the old gentleman going 
to die ? You don't mean to say you are here for me ? " 

" Yaas, zor, I be," said the little old man, with no great 
courtesy. 

" Then he is going to die, if he sends out his horse at this 
time o' night Look here, Tobias; FU put my portmanteau 
inside and come on the box to have a talk with you — ^you're 
such a jolly old card, you know — ^and you'll tell me all thafs 
happened since I last enjoyed my uncle's bountiful hospitality." 

This the young man did ; and then the brown-faced, wiry, 
and surly little person, having started his horse, proceeded to 
tell his story in a series of grumbling and disconnected 
sentences. He was not nearly so taciturn as he looked. 

"The maaster he went siin to bed to-night — ^'twere Miss 
Juliott sent me to the station, without tellin' en. He's gettin' 
worse and worse, that's siire; if yii be for givin' me half^ a 
crown, like, or any one that comes to the house, he finds it out 
and stops it out o' my wages : yes, he does, zor, the old fule." 

"Tobias, be a little more respectful to my uncle, if 'you 
please." 

"Why, zor, yii knaw en well enough!" said the man, in 



ON WINGS OF HOPE. 211 

the same surly fashion. "And I'll tell 3ru this, Maaster Hany, 
if yii be after dinner with en, and he has a bottle o' poort wine 
that he puts on the mantelpiece, and he says to yii to let that 
aloan, vor 'tis a medicine-zart o' wine, don't 3m heed en, bnt 
have that wine. 'Tis the real old poort wine, zor, tiiat yiii 
vather gied en ; the dahmned old Pagan ! " 

The young man burst out laughing, instead of reprimanding 
Tobias, who maintained his sulky impassiveness of face. 

"Why, zor, I be gardener now, too ; yaas, I be, to save the 
wages. And he's gone clean mazed about that garden ; yes, I 
think. Would yii believe this, Maaster Harry, that he killed 
every one o' the blessed strawberries last year with a lot o' 
wrack from the bache, because he said it wild be as good for 
them as for the 'sparagus ? " 

"Well, but the old chap finds amusement in pottering 
about the garden ^ 

"The old fule," repeated Tobias, in an undertone. 

"And the theory is sound about the seaweed and the 
strawberries ; just as his old notion of getting a green rose was 
by pouring sulphate of copper in at the roots." 

" Yaas, that were another pretty thing, Maaster Hany, and 
he had the tin labels all printed out in French, and he waited 
and waited, and there bain't a fairly glide rose left in the 
garden. And his violet glass for the ciicumbers — he burned en 
up to once, although 'twere fine to here 'n talk about the sun- 
light and the rays, and such nonsenses. He be a strange 
mahn, zor, and a dahmned close 'n with his penny pieces, 
Christian and all as he calls hissen. There's Miss Juliott, zor^ 
she's goin' to get married, I suppose ; and when she goes, no 
one'll dare speak to 'n. Be yu goin' to stop long this time, 
Maaster Harry ? " 

"Not at the Hollies, Tobias. I shall go down to the 
Queen's to-morrow ; I've got rooms there." 

" So much the better ; so much the better," said the frank 
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but inhospitable retainer j and presently the jog-trot old animal 
between the shafts was pulled up in front of a certain square 
old-feshioned building of grey stone, which was prettily sur- 
rounded with trees. They had arrived at the Rev. Mr. 
Penalima^s house ; and there was a young lady standing in the 
light of the hall, she having opened the door very softly as she 
heard the carriage drive up. 

" So here you are, Harry ; and you'll stay with us the whole 
fortnight, won't you? Come in to the dining-room — I have 
some supper ready for you. Papa's gone to bed, and he 
desired me to give you his excuses, and he hopes you'll- make 
yourself quite at home, as you always do, Harry." 

He did make himself quite at home ; for, having kissed his 
cousin, and flung his top-coat down in the hall, he went into 
the dining-room, and took possession of an easy-chair. 

" Shan't have any supper, Jue, thank you. You won't mind 
my lighting a cigar — somebod/s been smoking here already. 
And what's the least poisonous claret you've got ? " 

" Well, I declare ! " she said ; but she got him the wine all 
the same, and watched him light his cigar ; then she took the 
easy-chair opposite. 

"Tell us about your young man, Jue," he said. **Girls 
always like to talk about that" 

" Do they ? " she said. " Not to boys." 

"I shall be twenty-one in a fortnight I am thinking ot 
getting married." • 

" So I hear," she remarked, quietly. 

Now, he had been talking nonsense at random — ^mostly 
intent on getting his cigar well lit ; but this little observation 
rather startled him. 

"What have you heard ? " he said, abruptly. 

" Oh ! nothing — the ordinary stupid gbssip," she said, 
though she was watching him rather closely. " Are you going 
to stay with us for the. next fortnight ? " 
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" No ; I have got rooms at the Queen's." 

" I thought so. One might have expected you, however, to 
stay with your relations when you came to Penzance." 

" Oh, that'j all gammon, Jue ! " he said ; " you know very 
well your father doesn't care to have any one stay with you — 
ifs too much bother. You'll have quite enough of me while I 
am in Penzance." 

'* Shall we have anything of you ? " she said, with apparent 
indifference. " I understood that Miss Rosewarne and her 
mamma had already come here." 

" And what if they have ? " he said, with unnecessary fierce- 
ness. 

" Well, Harry," she said, " you needn't get into a temper 
about it ; but people will talk, you know ; and they say that 
your attentions to that young lady are rather marked con- 
sidermg that she is engaged to be married; and you have 
induced your mother to make a pet of her. Shall I go on ? " 

" No, you needn't," he said, with a strong effort to overcome 
his anger. "You're quite right — people do talk; but they 
wouldn't talk so much if other people didn't carry tales. Why, 
it isn't like you, Jue. I thought you were another sort And 
about this girl of all girls in the world " 

He got up and began walking about the room, and talking 
with considerable vehemence, but no ' more in anger. He 
would tell her what cause there was for this silly gossip. He 
would tell her who this girl was who had been lightly men- 
tioned. And in his blunt, frank, matter-of-fact way, which did 
not quite conceal his emotion, he revealed to his cousin all 
that he thought of Wenna Rosewarne, and what he hoped for 
her in the future, and what their present relations were, and 
then plainly asked her if she could condemn him. Miss Juliott 
was touched. 

" Sit down, Harry ; I have wanted to talk to you, and I 
don't mean to heed any gossip. Sit down, please — ^you 
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frighten me by walking up and down like that. Now, I'm 
going to talk conmion sense to you, for I should like to be 
your friend ; and your mother is so easily led away by any sort 
of sentiment that she isn't likely to have seen.with my eyes. 
Suppose that this Miss Rosewame '* 

" No ; hold hard a bit, Jue," he said, imperatively. '* You 
may talk till the millennium, but just keep off her, I warn 
you." 

" Will you hear me out, jrou silly boy ? Suppose that Miss 
Rosewame is everything that you believe her to be. I'm going 
to grant that, because I'm going to ask you a question. You 
can't have such an opinion of any girl, and be constantly in her 
society, and go following her about like this, without falling in 
love with her. Now, in that case, would you propose to marry 
her?" 

" I marry her ! " he said, his face becoming suddenly pale 
for a moment " Jue, you are mad. I am not fit to many a 
girl like that. You don't know her. Why " 

" Let all that alone, Harry ; when a man is in love with a 
woman he always thinks he's good enough for her; and whether 
he does or not he tries to get her for a wife. Don't let us 
discuss your comparative merits — one might even put in a 
word for you. But suppose you drifted into being in love with 
her — and I consider that quite probable — and suppose you 
foigot, as I know you would forget, the difference in your 
social position, how would you like to go and ask her to break 
her promise to the gentleman to whom she is engaged?'* 

Master Harry laughed aloud, in a somewhat nervous 
^hion. 

" Him ? Look here, Jue ; leave me out of it — ^I haven't 
the cheek to talk of myself in that connection ; but if there was 
a decent sort of fellow whom that girl really took a liking to, 
do you think he would let that elderly and elegant swell in 
Jamaica stand in his way ? He would be no such fool, I can 
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tell yoiL He would consider the girl first of alL He would 
say to himself, ' I mean to make this girl happy ; if any one 
interferes, let him look out ! ' Why, Jue, you don't suppose 
any man would be frightened by that sort of thing ! " 

Miss Juliott did not seem quite convinced by this burst of 
scornful oratory. She continued quietly — 

"You forget something, Harry. Your heroic young man 
might find it easy to do something wild — to fight with that 
gentleman in the West Indies, or murder him, or anything like 
that, just as you see in a story ; but perhaps Miss Rosewame 
might have something to say." 

"I meant if she cared for him," Trelyon said, looking 
down. 

" Granting that also, do you think it likely your hot-headed 
gentleman would be able to get a young lady to disgrace her- 
self by breaking her plighted word, and deceiving a man who 
went away trusting in her? You say she has a very tender 
conscience — that she is so anxious to consult every one's happi- 
ness before her own — and all that. Probably it is true. I say 
nothing against her. But to bring the matter back to yourself 
— ^for I believe you're hot-headed enough to do anything — ^what 
would you think of her if you or anybody else persuaded her to 
do such a treacherous thing ? " 

" She is not capable of treachery," he said, somewhat stiffly. 
" If you've got no more cheerful things to talk about, you'd 
better go to bed, Jue. I shall finish my cigar by myself." 

" Very well, then, Harry. You know your room. Will you 
put out the lamp when you have lit your candle ? " 

So she went, and the young man was left alone, in no very 
enviable frame of mind. He sat and smoked, while the clock 
on the mantelpiece swung its gilded boy, and struck the hours 
and half-hours with unheeded regularity. He Ht a second 
cigar, and a third -, he forgot the wine ; it seemed to him that 
he was looking on all the roads of life that lay before him, and 
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they were lit up by as strange and new a light as that which was 
beginning to shine over the world outside. New fancies seemed 
to awake with the new dawn. For himself to ask Wenna Rose- 
warae to be his wife ? — could he but win the tender and shy 
regard of her eyes he would fall at her feet and bathe them 
with his tears ! And if this wonderful thing were possible — if 
she could put her hand in his and trust to him for safety in all 
the coming years they might live together — what man of woman 
bom would dare to interfere ? There was a blue light coming 
in through the shutters. He went to the window — the topmost 
leaves of the trees were quivering in the cold air, far up there 
in the clearing skies, where the stars were fading out one by 
one. And he could hear the sound of the sea on the distant 
beach ; and he knew that across the grey plain of waters the 
dawn was breaking, and that over the sleeping world another 
day was rising that seemed to him the first day of a new 
and tremulous life, full of joy, and courage, and hope. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

LOVE-MAKING AT LAND'S END. 

"Are you dreaming again, child?*' said Mrs. Rosewame to her 
daughter. " You are not a fit companion for a sick woman, 
who is herself dull enough. Why do you always look so sad 
when you look at the sea, Wenna ? " 

The wan-faced, beautifal-eyed woman lay on a sofa, a book 
beside her. She had been chatting in a bright, rapid, desultory 
fashion about the book and a dozen other things — amusing 
herself really by a continual stream of playful talk — ^until she 
perceived that the girPs fancies were far away. Then she 
stopped suddenly, with this expression of petulant but good- 
natured disappointment 

" Oh, I beg your pardon, mother," said Wenna, who was 
seated at an open window fronting the bay. " What did you 
say? Why does the sea make one sad? I don't know. One 
feels less at home here than out on the rocks at Eglosilyan ; 
perhaps that is it. Or the place is so beautiful, that it almost 
makes you cry. I don't know." 

And, indeed, Penzance Bay, on this still, clear morning, 
was beautiful enough to attract wistful eyes and call up vague 
and distant fancies. The cloudless sky was intensely dark in 
its blue ; one had a notion that the unseen sun was overhead 
and shining vertically down. The still plain of water — so clear 
that the shingle could be seen through it a long way out — ^had 
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no decisive colour ; but the fishing smacks lying out there were 
jet-black points in the bewildering glare. The sunlight did not 
seem to be in the sky, in the air, or on the sea ; but when you 
turned to the southern arm of the bay, where the low line of 
green hills runs out into the water, there you could see the 
strong clear light shining — shining on the green fields and on 
the sharp black lines of hedges, on that bit of grey old town 
with its cottage-gardens and its sea-wall, and on the line of dark 
rock that formed the point of the promontory. On the other 
side of the bay, the eye followed the cur\'p of the level shore, 
imtil it caught sight of St Michael's Mount rising palely from 
the water, its sunlit greys and purple shadows softened by 
the cool distance. Then beyond that again, on the verge of 
the far horizon, lay the long and narrow line of the Lizard, half 
lost in a silver haze. For the rest, a cool wind went this way 
and that through Mrs. Rosewame's room, stirring the curtains. 
There was a fresh odour of the sea in the air. It was a day 
for dreaming, perhaps; but not for the gloom begotten of 
languor and an indolent pulse. 

" Oh, mother — oh, mother ! " Wenna cried, suddenly, with 
a flush of colour in her cheeks. " Do you know who is coming 
along? Can you see? It is Mr. Trelyon, and he is looking 
at all the houses ; I know he is looking for us." 

"Child, child!" said the mother. "How should Mr. 
Trelyon know we are here ? " 

" Because I told him," Wenna replied, simply and hurriedly. 
"Mother, may I wave a handkerchief to him? Won't you 
come and see him? he seems so much more manly in this 
strange place ; and how brave and handsome he looks 1 " 

" Wenna ! " her mother said, severely. 

The girl did not wave a handkerchief, it is true ; although 
she knelt down at the open bay window, so that he must needs 
see her; and sure enough he did. Off went his hat in a 
minute ; a bright look of recognition leapt to his eyes, and he 
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crossed the street Then Wenna turned, all in a flutter oi 
delight, and quite unconscious of the colour in her face. 

"Are you vexed, mother? Mayn't I be glad to see him? 
Why, when I know that he will brighten up your spirits better 
than a dozen doctors ! One feels quite happy and hopeful 
whenever he comes into the room. Mother, you won't have to 
complain of dullness if Mr. Trelyon comes to see you. And 
why doesn't the girl send him up at once? " 

Wenna was standing at the open door to receive him when 
he came upstairs ; she had wholly forgotten the embarrassment 
of their last parting. 

" I thought I should find you out," he said, when he came 
into the room, and it was clear that there was little embar- 
rassment about him; "and I know how your mother likes to be 
teased and worried. You've got a nice place here, Mrs. Roser 
wame ; and what splendid weather you've brought with you ! " 

" Yes," said Wenna, her whole face lit up with a shy glad- 
ness, " haven't we ? And did you ever see the bay looking 
more beautiful? It is enough to make you laugh and clap 
your hands out of mere delight to see everything so lovely 
and fresh !" 

" A few minutes ago 1 thought you were nearly aying ovei 
it," said the mother, with a smile ; but Miss Wenna took no 
heed of the reproof. She would have Mr. Trelyon help himself 
to a tumbler of claret and water. She fetched out firom some 
mysterious lodging-house recess an ornamented tin can of 
biscuits. She accused herself of being the dullest companion 
in the world, and indirectly hinted that he might have pity on 
her mamma and stay to luncheon with them. 

" Well, it's very odd," he said, telling a lie with great sim- 
plicity of purpose, " but I had arranged to drive to the Land's 
End for luncheon — to the inn there, you know. I suppose it 
wouldn't — do you think, Mrs. Rosewame — ^would it be con- 
venient for you to come for a drive so far ? " 
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" Oh, it would be the very best thing in the world for her — 
nothing could be better," said Wenna; and then she added 
meekly, "if it is not giving you too much trouble, Mr. 
Trelyon." 

He laughed. 

" Trouble ! I'm glad to be of use to anybody ; and in this 
case I shall have all the pleasure on my side. Well, I'm off 
now to see about the horses. If I come for you in half an hour, 
will that do ? " 

As soon as he had left, Mrs. Rosewame turned to hei 
daughter, and said to her, gravely enough — 

"Wenna, one has seldom to talk to you about the pro- 
prieties; but, really, this seems just a little doubtful. Mr. 
Trelyon may make a friend of you ; that is all very well, for you 
are going to marry a friend of his. But you ought not tc 
expect him to associate with me." 

"Mother," said Wenna, with hot cheeks, "I wonder how 
you can suspect him of thinking of such foolish and wicked 
things. Why, he is the very last man in all the world to do 
anything that was mean and unkind, or to think about it" 

" My dear child, I suspect him of nothing," Mrs. Rosewame 
said ; " but look at the simple facts of the case. Mr. Trelyon 
is a very rich gentleman : his family is an old one, greatly 
honoured about here ; and if he is so recklessly kind as to offer 
his acquaintanceship to persons who are altogether in a different 
sphere of life, we should take care not to abuse his kindness, 
or to let people have occasion to wonder at him. Looking at 
your marriage and future station, it is perhaps more permis- 
sible with you ; but as regards myself, I don't very much care, 
Wenna, to have Mr. Trelyon coming about the house." 

" Why, mother, I — I am surprised at you ! " Wenna said, 
warmly. "You judge of him by the contemptible things that 
other people might say of him. Do you think he would care 
for that ? Mr. Trelyon is a man, and like a man he has the 
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courage to choose such friends as he likes ; and it is no more 
to him what money they have, or what their position is, than 
the — than the shape of their pocket-handkerchiefs is 1 Perhaps 
that is his folly — recklessness — the recklessness of a young 
man. Perhaps it is. I am not old enough to know how 
people alter ; but I hope I shall never see Mr. Trelyon alter in 
this respect — never, if he were to live for a hundred years. 
And — ^and I am surprised to hear you, of all people, mother, 
suggest such things of him. What has he done that you should 
think so meanly of him ? " 

Wenna was very indignant and hurt. She would have con- 
tinued further, but that a tremulous movement of her under lip 
caused her to turn away her head. 

" Well, Wenna, you needn't cry about it," her mother said 
gently. " It is of no great consequence. Of course eyery one 
must please himself in choosing his friends ; and I quite admit 
that Mr. Trelyon is not likely to be hindered by anything that 
anybody may say. Don't take it so much to heart, child ; go 
and get on your things, and get back some of the cheerfulness 
you had while he was here. I will say that for the young man — 
that he has an extraordinary power of raising your spirits." 

"You are a good mother after all," said Wenna, peni- 
tently ; " and if you come and let me dress you prettily, I shall 
promise not to scold you again — ^not till the next time you 
deserve it" 

By the time they drove away from Penzance, the forenoon 
had softened into more beautiful colours. There was a paler 
blue in the sky and on the sea, and millions of yellow stars 
twinkled on the ripples. A faint haze had fallen over the bright 
green hills lying on the south of the bay. 

" Life looks worth having on such a day as this," Trelyon' 
said ; " doesn't it. Miss Wenna ? " 

She certainly seemed pleased enough. She drank in the 
sweet fresh air ; she called attention to the pure rare colours of 
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the sea and the green uplands ; the coolness of the woods 
through which they drove, the profuse abundance of wild 
flowers along the banks — ^all things around her seemed to have 
conspired to yield her delight; and a great happiness shone in 
her eyes. Mr. Trelyon talked mostly to Mrs. Rosewame ; but 
his eyes rarely wandered away for long from Wenna's pleased 
and radiant face; and again and again he said to himself ^^And 
if a simple drive on a spring mamifig can give this child so great 
a delight, it is not the IcLst that she and I shall have together." 

** Mrs. Rosewame," said he, " I think yoiH: daughter has as 
much need of a holiday as anybody. I don't believe there's a 
woman or girl in the county works as hard as she does." 

" I don't know whether she needs it," said Miss Wenna, of 
herself, " but I know that she enjoys it" 

" I know what you'd enjoy a good deal better than merely 
getting out of sight of your own door, for a week or two," said 
he. " Wouldn't you like to get clear away from England for 
six months, and go wandering about all sorts of fine places? 
Why, I could take you such a trip in that time ! I should like 
to see what you'd say to some of the old Dutch towns, and 
their churches, and all that; then Cologne, you know, and a 
sail up the Rhine to Mainz ; then you'd go on to Basel and 
Geneva, and we'd get you a fine big carriage, with the horses 
decorated with foxes' and pheasants' tails, to drive you to 
Chamounix. Then, when you had gone tremulously over the 
Mer de Glace, and kept your wits about you going down the 
Mauvais Pas, I don't think you could do better than go on to 
the Italian lakes — ^you never saw anything like them, 111 be 
bound — ^and Naples, and Florence. Would you come back by 
the Tyrol, and have a turn at Ziirich and Lucerne, with a ramble 
through the Black Forest in a trap resembling a ramshackle 
landau ? " 

" Thank you," said Wenna, very cheerfully. " The sketch 
is delightful ; but I am pretty comfortable where I am." 
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" But this can't last," said he. 

" And neither can my holidays," she answered. 

" Oh, but they ought to," he retorted vehemently. " Yoa 
have not half enough amusement in your life — thafs my 
opinion. You slave too much, for all those folks about Eglo- 
silyan and their dozens of children. Why, you don't get any- 
thing out of life as you ought to. What have you to look 
forward to? Only the same ceaseless round of working for 
other people. Don't you think you might let some one else 
have a turn at that useful but monotonous occupation ? " 

" But Wenna has something else to look forward to now," 
her mother reminded him gently; and after that he did not 
speak for some time. 

Fair and blue was the sea that shone all around the land 
when they got out on the rough moorland near the coast. 
They drove to the solitary little inn perched over the steep 
cliffs ; and here the horses were put up and luncheon ordered. 
Would Mrs. Rosewame venture down to the great rocks at the 
promontory ? No, she would rather stay indoors till the young 
people returned ; and so these two went along the grassy path 
by themselves. » 

They clambered down the slopes, and went out among the 
huge blocks of weather-worn granite, many of which were 
brilliant with grey, green, and orange lichens. There was a low 
and thunderous noise in the air ; far below them, calm and fine 
as the day was, the summer sea dashed and roared into gigantic 
caverns, while the white foam floated out again on the troubled 
waves. Could an)rthing have been more magical than the 
colours of the sea — ^its luminous greens, its rich purples, its 
brilliant blues, lying in long swathes on the apparently motion- 
less surface ? It was only the seething white beneath their feet, 
and the hoarse thunder along the coast, that told of the force 
of this summer-like sea; for the rest the picture was light, and 
calm, and beautiful Out there the black rocks basked in the 
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sunlight, the big skarts standing on their ledges, not moving a 
feather. A small steamer was slowly making for the island 
further out, where a lighthouse stood. And far away beyond 
these, on the remote horizon, the Scilly Isles lay like a low bank 
of yellow fog, under tlie pale blue skies. 

They were very much by themselves, out here at the end of 
the world ; and yet they did not seem inclined to talk much. 
Wenna sat down on the warm grass ; her companion perched 
himself on one of the Jjlocks of granite ; they watched the great 
undulations of the blue water come rolling on to the black 
rocks, and then fall backward seething in foam. 

" And what are you thinking about ? " said Trelyon to her 
gently, so that she should not be startled. 

" Of nothing at all — I am quite happy," Wenna said frankly. 
Then she added, " I suppose the worst of a day like this is, 
that a long time after you look back upon it, and it seems so 
beautiful and far away that it makes you miserable. You think 
how happy you were once. That is the unfortunate side of 
being happy." 

"Well," said he, " I must say you don't look forward to the 
future with any great hope, if you think the recollection of one 
bright day will make you wretched." 

He came down from his perch and stood beside her. 
"Why, Wenna," said he, "do you know what you really 
need ? Some one to take yoti in hand thoroughly, and give you 
such an abundance of cheerful and pleasant days that you would 
never think of singling out any one of them. Why shouldn't 
you have weeks and months of happy idling, in bright weather, 
such as lots of people have who don't deserve them a bit? 
There's sometliing wrong in your position. You want some one 
to become your master, and compel you to make yourself happy. 
You won't of yourself study your own comfort ; some one else 
ought to make yoa" 

" And who do you think would care to take so much trouble 
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about me ? ^' she said, with a smile \ for she attached no serious 
meaning to this random talk. 

Her companion's face flushed somewhat, not with embar- 
rassment, but with the courage of what he was going to say. 

" I would," he said, boldly. " You will say it is none of my 
business ; but I tell you I would give twenty thousand pounds 
to-morrow, if I were allowed to — to get you a whole summer of 
pleasant holidays." 

There was something about the plain-spoken honesty of this 
avowal that touched her keenly. Wild and impossible as the 
suggestion was, it told her at least what one person in the world 
thought of her. She said to him, with her eyes cast down — 

" I like to hear you speak like that — not for my own sake — 
but I know there is nothing generous and kindly that you 
wouldn't do at a mere moments impulse. But I hope you 
don't think I have been grumbling over my lot, on such a day 
as this ? Oh no ; I see too much of other people's ways of 
living to complain of my own. I have eveiy reason to be 
contented and happy." 

" Yes, you're a deal too contented and happy," said he, 
with an impatient shrug. "You want somebody to alter all 
that, and see that you get more to be contented and happy 
about." 

She rose ; he gave her his hand to help her up. But he did 
not surrender her hand then, for the path up the slopes was 
a steep and difficult one; and she could fairly rely on his 
strength and sureness of foot. 

"But you are not content, Mr. Trelyon," she said. ' "I 
always notice that, whenever you get to a dangerous place, you 
are never satisfied unless you are putting your life in peril. 
Wouldn't you like to ride your black horse down the face of 
this precipice ? Or wouldn't you like to clamber down blind- 
fold ? Why does a man generally seem to be anxious to get 
rid of his life ? '' 
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*' Perhaps it isn't of much use to him," he said, coolly." 

" You ought not to say that," she answered, in a low voice. 

"Well," he said, "I don't mean to break my neci yet 
awhile 3 but if I did, who would miss me ? I suppose my 
mother would play half a dozen a day more operas or oratorios, 
or stuff of that sort, and there would be twenty parsons in the 
house for one there is at present. And some of the brats 
about the place would miss an occasional sixpence — which 
would be better for their health. And Dick — I suppose they'd 
sell him to some fool of a .Londoner, who would pound his 
knees out in the Park — he would miss me too." 

"And these are all," she said, "who would miss you? 
You are kind to your friends." 

" Why, would you ? " he said, with a stare qf surprise ; and 
then, seeing she would not speak, he continued with a laugh, 
" I like the notion of my making an object of general com- 
passion of myself. Did the poor dear tumble off a rock into 
the sea? And where was its mother's apron-string? I'm 
not going to break my neck yet awhile. Miss Wenna ; so don't 
you think I'm going to let you off your promise to pay me 
back for those sewing-machines." 

"I have told you, Mr. Trelyon," she said, wifli some 
dignity, " that we shall pay you back every farthing of the price 
of them." 

He began to whistle in an impertinent manner. He clearly 
placed no great faith in the financial prospects of that Sewing 
Club. 

They had some light luncheon in the remote little inn, and 
Mrs. Rosewame was pleased to see her ordinarily demure and 
preoccupied daughter in such high and careless spirits. It was 
not a splendid banquet. Nor was the chamber a gorgeous one, 
for the absence of ornament and the enormous thickness of the 
walls told of the house being shut up in the winter months and 
abandoned to the fury of the western gales, when the wild sea 



LOVE-MAKING AT LAND'S END. 227 

came hurling up the face of these steep cliffs and blowing over 
the land. But they paid little attention to any lack of luxury. 
There was a beautiful blue sea shining in the distance : the sun- 
light was falling hotly on the greensward of the rocks outside : 
and a fresh, cool breeze came blowing in at the open window. 
They let the time pass easily, with pleasant talk and laughter. 

Then they drove leisurely back in the afternoon. They 
passed along the moorland ways, through rude little villages 
built of stone, and by the outskirts of level and cheerless farms, 
until they got into the beautiful woods and avenues lying 
around Penzance. When they came in sight of the broad bay, 
they found that the world had changed its colours since the 
morning. The sea was of a cold purplish grey ; but all around 
it, on the eastern horizon, there was a band of pale pink in the 
sky. On the west, again, behind Penzance, the warm hues of 
the sunset were shining behind the black stems of the trees. 
The broad thoroughfare was mostly in shadow; and the sea 
was so still that one could hear the footsteps and the voices of 
the people walking up and down the Parade. 

" I suppose I must go now,'' said the young gentleman, 
when he had seen them safely seated in the small parlour over- 
looking the bay. But he did not seem anxious to go. 

" But why go ? " Wenna said, rather timidly. " You have no 
engagement, Mr. Trelyon. Would you care to stay and have 
dinner with us — such a dinner as we can give you? " 

" Well, to tell you the truth, I should like it very much," he 
5aid. 

Mrs. Rosewame, a little surprised, and yet glad to see 
Wenna enjoying herself, regarded the whole affair with a gentle 
resignation. Wenna had the gas lit, and the blinds let down ; 
then, as the evening was rather cold, she had soon a bright fire 
burning in the grate. She helped to lay the table. She pro- 
duced such wines as they had. She made simdry visits to the 
kitchen ; and at length the banquet was ready. 
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What ailed the young man? He seemed beside himself 
with careless and audacious mirth ; and he made Mrs. Rose- 
warne laugh as she had not laughed for years. It was in vain 
that Wenna assumed airs to rebuke his rudeness. Nothing was 
sacred from his impertinence — not even the offended majesty 
of her face. And at last she gave in too, and could only 
revenge herself by saying things of him which, the more severe 
they were, the more he seemed to enjoy. But after dinner she 
went to the small piano, while her mother took a big easy-chair 
near the fire ; and he sat by the table, apparently looking over 
some books. There was no more reckless laughter then. 

In ancient times — that is to say, in the half-forgotten days 
of our youth — a species of song existed which exists no more. 
It was not as the mournful ballads of these days, which seem 
to record the gloomy utterances of a strange young woman 
who has apparently wandered into the magic scene in " Der 
Freischiitz," and who mixes up the moanings of her passion 
with descriptions of the sights and sounds she there finds 
around her. It was of quite another stamp. It dealt with a 
phraseology of sentiment peculiar to itself — 3. "patter," as it 
were, which came to be universally recognized in drawing- 
rooms. It spoke of maidens plighting their troth, of Phyllis 
enchanting her lover with her varied moods, of marble halls in 
which true love still remained the same. It apostrophized the 
shells of ocean ; it tenderly described the three great crises of a 
particular heroine's life by mentioning successive head-dresses ; 
it told of how the lover of Pretty Jane would have her paeet 
him in the evening. Well, all the world was content to accept 
this conventional phraseology ; and, behind the paraphernalia 
of "enchanted moonbeams," and "fondest glances," and 
" adoring sighs,'' perceived and loved the sentiment that could 
find no simpler utterance. Some of us, hearing the half- 
forgotten songs again, suddenly forget the odd language, and 
the old pathos springs up again, as fresh as in the days when 
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our first love had just come home from her boarding-school ; 
while others, who have no old-standing acquaintance with these 
memorable songs, have somehow got attracted to them by the 
mere quaintness of their speech and the simplicity of their airs. 
Master Harry Trelyon was no great critic of music. When 
Wenna Rosewarne sang that night "She wore a wreath of 
•roses," he fancied he had never listened to anything so pathetic. 
When she sang "Meet me by moonlight alone," he was delighted* 
with the spirit and half-humorous, half-tender grace of the com- 
position. As she sang " When other lips and other hearts," it 
seemed to him that there were no songs like the old-fashioned 
songs, and that the people who wrote those ballads were more 
frank, and simple, and touching in their speech than writers 
now-a-days. Somehow, he began to think of the drawing-rooms 
of a former generation ; and of the pictures of herself his grand- 
mother had drawn for him many a time. Had she a high 
waist to that white silk dress in which she ran away to Gretna ; 
and did she have ostrich feathers on her head ? Anyhow, he 
entirely believed what she had told him of the men of that 
generation. They were capable of doing daring things for the 
sake of a sweetheart. Of cfturse his grandfather had done 
boldly and well in whirling the girl off to the Scottish borders ; 
for who could tell what might have befallen her among ill- 
natured relatives and persecuted suitors ? 

Wenna Rosewarne was singing "We met; 'twas in a crowd : 
and I thought he would shun me." It is the song of a girl 
(must one explain so much in these later days ?) who is in love 
with one man, and has been induced to marry another : she 
meets the former, and her heart is filled with shame, and 
anguish, and remorse. As Wenna sang the song, it seemed to 
this young man that there was an unusual pathos in her voice ; 
and he was so carried away by the earnestness of her singing, 
that his heart swelled and rose up within him, and he felt him- 
self ready to declare that such should not be her fate. This 
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man who was coming back to marry her — ^was there no one 
ready to meet him and challenge his atrocious claim? Then 
the song ended ; and, with a sudden disappointment Trelyon 
recollected that he at least had no business to interfere. What 
right had he to think of saving her ? 

He had been idly turning over some volumes on the table. 
At last he came to a Prayer-book, of considerable size and 
elegance of binding. Carelessly looking at the fly-leaf, he saw 
that it was a present to Wenna Rosewame, "with the very 
dearest love of her sister Mab)^." He passed his hand over 
the leaves, not noticing what he was doing : suddenly he saw 
something which did effectually startle him into attention. 

It was a sheet of paper with two slits cut into it at top 
and bottom. In these a carefully pressed piece of None-so- 
pretty had been placed, and just underneath the flower was 
written in pencil, "From H. T. to W. R., May 2nd, i8 — ^.'^ 
He shut the book quickly, as if his fingers had been burned ; 
and then he sat quite silent, with his heart beating fast 

So she had kept the flower he had put in the basket of 
primroses. It had carried its message ; and she still remained 
his friend. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE CUT DIRECT. 

" Well, mother," Miss Wenna said deliberately, after he had 
gone, " I never did see you so thoroughly enjoy a whole day." 

" I was thinking the same about you, Wenna," the mother 
answerei, with an amused look 

" Tiat is true enough, mother," the girl confessed, in her 
simpk way. " He is so good-natured, so full of spirits, and 
careless, that one gets quite as careless and happy as himself. It 
is a great comfort, mother, to be with anybody who doesn't 
wath the meaning of every word you say — don't you think so ? 
Aid I hope I wasn't rude — do you think I was rude ? " 

" Why, child, I don't think you could be rude to a fox that 
ras eating your chickens. You would ask him to take a chair 
and not hurry himself." 

" Well, I must write to Mabyn now," Wenna said, with a 
business-like air, "and thank her for posting me this Prayer- 
book. I suppose she didn't know I had my small one with 
me." 

She took up the book, for she was sitting on the chair that 

Harry Trelyon had just vacated. She had no sooner done so 

than she caught sight of the sheet of paper with the dried flower 

' and the inscription in Mabyn's handwriting. She stared, with 

something of a look of fear on her face. 
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" Mother/' she said, in quite an altered voice, " did you 
notice if Mr. Trelyon was looking at this Prayer-book ? " 

" I don't know, I'm sure," Mrs. Rosewame said. " I should 
think he went over every book on the table." 

The girl said nothing ; but she took the book in her hand 
and carried it up to her own room. She stood for a moment 
irresolute ; then she took the sheet of paper with the flowers on 
it, and tore it in a hundred pieces, and threw them into the 
empty grate. Then she cried a little — as a girl must; and 
finally went down again and wrote a letter to Mabyn, which 
rather astonished that young lady. 

"My dear Mabyn " — so the letter ran — " I am exceedingly 
angry with you. I did not think you were capabit of such 
folly — I might call it by a worse name if I thought y)u really 
meant what you seem to mean. I have just torn up th* worth- 
less scrap of flower you so carefully preserved for me into a 
thousand pieces ; but you will be glad to know that 'n all 
probability Mr. Trelyon saw it on the paper, and the iniials, 
too, which you put there. I cannot tell you how pained and 
angry I am. If he did place that flower intentionally am^ng 
the primroses, it was most impertinent of him ; but he is oftn 
impertinent in joking. What must he think of me that ^ 
should seem to have taken this seriously, and treasured up tha 
miserable and horrid piece of weed, and put his initials below 
it, and the important date? You put thoughts into my head 
that cover me with shame. I should not be fit to live if I were 
what you take me to be? If I thought there was another 
human being in the world who could imagine or suspect what 
you apparently desire, I would resolve this moment never to 
see Mr. Trelyon again ; and much harm that would do either 
him or me ! But I am too proud to think that any one could 
imagine such a thing. Nor did I expect that to come fi-om my 
own sister, who ought to know what my true relations are with 
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regard to Mr. Trelyon. I like him very much, as I told him to 
his face two days before we left Eglosilyan, and that will show 
you what our relations are, I think he is a very frank, generous, 
and good young man, and a clever and cheerful companion ; 
and my mother has to-day to thank him for about the 
pleasantest little trip she has ever enjoyed. But as for your 
wishing me to preserve a flower that he sent, or that you think 
he sent to me, why, I feel my face burning at the thought of what 
you suggest. And what can I say to him now, supposing, he 
has seen it ? Can I tell him that my own sister thought such 
things of me? Perhaps, after all, the simplest way to set 
mattters right will be for me to break off the acquaintance 
altogether ; and that will show him whether I was likely to have 
treasured up a scrap of London-pride in my Prayer-book. 

" I am, your loving sister, 

"Wenna Rosewarne.'' 

Meanwhile, Harry Trelyon was walking up and down the 
almost empty thoroughfare by the side of the sea ; the stars 
overhead shining clearly in the dark night, the dimly seen waves 
falling monotonously on the shelving beach. 

" To keep a flower, that is nothing," he was saying to him- 
self. " All girls do that, no matter who gives it to them. I 
suppose she has lots more, all with the proper initials and date 
attached.'' 

It was not an agreeable reflection ; he turned to other matters. 

" If she were to care for me a little bit, would it be mean of 
me to try to carry her off from that man ? Is it possible that 
he has the same regard for her that I have ? In that case it 
would be mean. Now, when I think of her, the whole world 
seems filled with her presence somehow, and everything is 
changed. When I hear the sea in the morning, I think of her, 
and wonder where she is ; when I see a fine day, I hope she 
is enjoying it somewhere ; the whole of Penzance has become 
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magical. It is no longer the same town.' I used to come to 
it, and never see it, in the old days, when one was busy about 
stables, and the pilchard-fishing, and the reports of the mines. 
Now the whole of Penzance has got a sort of charm in it, since 
Wenna Rosewame has come to it. I look at the houses, and 
wonder if the people inside know anybody fit to compare with 
her ; and one becomes gratefiil to the good weather for shining 
round about her and making her happy. I suppose the 
weather knows what she deserves." 

Then he began to argue the question as to whether it would 
be fair and honourable to seek to take away from another man 
the woman who had pledged herself to marry him ; and of course 
an easy and definite decision is sure to be arrived at when 
counsel on both sides, and jury, and judges sitting in bancoy are 
all one person, who conducts and closes the case as it suits 
himself. 

He began by assuming such facts as suited his arguments, 
and ended by selecting and confirming such arguments as suited 
himself. Wenna Rosewame cared nothing for Mr. Roscoila. 
She would be miserable if she married him ; her own sister was 
continually hinting as much. Mr. Roscorla cared nothing for 
her except in so far as she might prove a pretty housewife for 
him. The selfishness that would sacrifice for its own purposes 
a girFs happiness was of a peculiarly despicable sort which 
ought to be combated, and deserved no mercy. Therefore, 
and because of all these things, Harry Trelyon was justified in 
trying to win Wenna Rosewarne^s love. 

One by one the people who had been strolling up and down 
the dark thoroughfare left it ; he was almost alone now. He 
walked along to the house in which the Rosewames were^ 
There was no light in any of the windows. But might she not 
be sitting up there by herself, looking out on the starlit heavens, 
and listening to the waves? He wished to be able to say 
good night to her once more. 
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How soon would she be up and out on the morrow? 
Early in the morning, when the young day was rising over the 
grey sea, and the sea-winds coming freshly in as if they were 
returning from the cold night ? If he could but see her at 
daybreak, with all the world asleep around them, and with only 
themselves to watch the growing wonders of the dawn, might 
not he say something to her then that she would not be vexed 
to hear, and persuade her that a new sort of life lay before her 
if she would only enter it along with him? That was the 
notion that he continually dwelt on for self-justification, when 
he happened to take the trouble to justify himself. The crisis 
of this girFs life was approaching. Other errors might be 
retrieved ; that one, once committed, never. If he could only 
see her now, this is what he would say : — " We can only livt 
hut once, Wenna ; and this for us two would be life — our only 
chance of it. Whatever else may happen, that is no matter; let us 
make sure of this one chance, and face the future together, you full 
of sweetness and trust, I having plenty of courage for both. We 
will treat objectors and objections as they may arise — afterwards; 
perhaps they will be prudent and keep out of our way,^^ And, 
indeed, he convinced himself that this was Wenna Rose- 
•wame's one chance of securing happiness for her life, as- 
suming, in a way, that he had love, as well as courage, sufficient 
for both. 

He was early up next morning, and down on the pro- 
menade ; but the day was not likely to tempt Wenna to come 
out just then. A grey fog hung over land and sea ; the sea 
itself being a dull, leaden plain. Trelyon walked about, how- 
ever, talking to everybody, as was his custom ; and everybody 
said the fog would clear and a fine day follow. This, in fact, 
happened; and still Wenna did not make her appearance. 
The fog over the sea seemed to separate itself into clouds ; 
there was a dim, yellow hght in the breaks. These breaks 
widened ; there was a glimmer of blue. Then, on th^ 1 
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plain, a glare of white light fell, twinkling in innumerable stars 
on the water. Everything promised a clear, bright day. 

As a last resource, he thought he would go and get Juliott 
Penaluna, and persuade that young lady to come and be intro- 
duced to the Rosewames. At first Miss Penaluna refused 
point-blank. She asked him how he could expect her to do 
such a thing. But then her Cousin Harry happened to be 
civil, and indeed kind in his manner to her ; and when he was 
in one of those moods there was nothing she could refuse him. 
She went and got ready with an air of resignation on her 
comely face. 

" Mind, Harry, I am not responsible," she said, when she 
came back. "I am afraid I shall get into awful trouble 
about it." 

" And who will interfere ? " said the young man, just as if 
he were looking about for some one anxious to be thrown from 
the top of the tower on St MichaePs Mount 

" I shall be accused of conniving, you know ; and I think I 
am very good-natured to do so much for you, Harry." 

" I think you are, Jue ; you are a thoroughly good sort of 
girl when you like to be — thaf s a fact And now you will see 
whether what I have said about Miss Rosewame is all gammoD 
or not" 

" My poor boy, I wouldn^t say a word against her for the 
world. Do I want my head wrenched off? But if any one 
says anything to me about what I may do to-day, I shall have 
to tell the truth ; and do you know what that is, Harry ? I do 
really believe you are in love with that girl, past all argument ; 
and there never was one of your family who would listen 
to reason. I know quite well what you will do. If she cares 
ever so little for you, you will marry her in spite of everybody, 
and probably against her own wish ; if she doesn't care for you, 
you will revenge yourself on the happy man of her choice, and 
probably murder him. Well, it isn't my fault I know what 
yom jnother will say " 
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" Ah, you don't know, Jue, what my mother thinks of her," 
he said confidently. 

" Oh yes ; mothers think very well of a girl until they dis- 
cover that she is going to marry their son." 

"Oh, stuff! why, the inconsistency— — " 

"It is the privilege of women to be inconsistent, Harry. 
Your mother will detest that girl if you try to marry her," 

" I don't care." 

" Of course not. No man of your family cares for anything 
that interferes with his own wishes. I suppose there's no use 
in my trying to show you what a fearful amount of annoyance 
and trouble you are preparing for yourself? " 

" None ; I'll take it as it comes — I'm not afraid.** 

They got down to the promenade ; the forenoon was now 
bright and cheerful; a good many folks had come out to enjoy 
the sunlight and the cool sea-breeze. Miss Juliott was not at 
all disinclined to walk there with her handsome cousin, though 
he had forgotten his gloves, and was clearly not paying her 
very special attention. 

" Jue," he said, suddenly, " I can see Miss Rosewame — 
right at the end of this road — can't you ? " 

" I haven't got the eyes of a hawk, you stupid boy/' his 
cousin said. 

" Oh, but I can recognize her dress a dozen times as far 
away. These are her pet colours at present — z. soft cream- 
colour and black, with bits of dark red — can you see now ? " 

" I never before saw you pay the least attention to a lady's 
dress." 

"Because you don't know how she dresses," he said, 
proudly. 

She was coming along the parade, all alone. 

" Well, it is a pretty dress," Miss Juliott said, " and I like 
the look of her face, Harry. You can't expect one girl to say 
any more than that of another girl, can you ? " 
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" This is a very nice way of being able to introduce you,** 
he said. " I suppose you will be able to chaperon each other 
afterwards, when her mother can't go out ? " 

Wenna was coming quietly along, apparently rather pre- 
occupied. Sometimes she looked out, with her dark, earnest, 
and yet wistful eyes, at the great plain of water quivering in the 
sunshine; she paid little heed to the people ^ho went by. 
When, at length, she did see Harry Trelyon, she was quite near 
him, and she had just time to glance for a moment at his com- 
panion. The next moment — ^he could not tell how it all 
happened — she passed him with a slight bow of recognition, 
courteous enough, but nothing more. There was no especial 
look of friendliness in her eyes. 

He stood there, rather bewildered. 

" That is about as good as the cut direct, Harry," his cousin 
said. " Come along — don't stand there." 

" Oh, but there's some mistake, Jue," he said. 

" A girl never does a thing of that sort by mistake. Either 
she is vexed with you for walking with me — ^and that is im- 
probable, for I doubt whether she saw me — or she thinks the 
ardour of your acquaintance should be moderated, and there I 
should agree with her. You don't seem so vexed as one might 
have expected, Harry." 

"Vexed !" he said. " Why, cau't you tell by that girPs face 
that she could do nothing capricious or imkind? Of course 
she has a reason \ and I will find it out" 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

NOT THE LAST WORD. 

As soon as he could decently leave his cousin at home, he did ; 
and then he walked hastily down to the house in which Mrs. 
Rosewame had taken rooms. Miss Rosewame was not at 
home, the small maid-servant said. Was Mrs. Rosewame? 
Yes ; so he would see her. 

He wept upstairs, never thinking how his deep trouble 
about so insignificant an incident would strike a third 
person. 

" Mrs. Rosewame," he said, right out, " I want you to tell 
me if Wenna wishes our acquaintance to end. Has she been 
speaking to you ? Just now, she passed me in the street as if 
she did not wish to see me again." 

" Probably,'* replied Mrs. Rosewame, amused as well as 
surprised by the young man's impetuosity, "she did not see 
you then. Wenna often passes people so. Most likely she 
was thinking about other things ; for she had another letter 
from Jamaica just before she went out." 

" Oh, she has had another letter from Jamaica this morn- 
ing ! " Trelyon said, with an angry light appearing in his eyes. 
" That is it, is it ? '' 

"I don't understand you," Mrs. Rosewame was saying, 
when both of them heard Wenna enter below. 

" Mrs. Rosewame," he said, with a sudden entreaty in his 
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voice, '-'would you mind letting me see Wenna alone for a 
couple of minutes ? I want to ask her if she is offended with 
me — ^you won't mind, will you ? " 

" Not in the least,'* she said, good-naturedly ; and then she 
added, at the door, " Mind, Mr. Trelyon, Wenna is easily hurt 
You must speak gently to her." 

About a minute afterwards, Wenna, having laid her hat and 
shawl aside, came into the room. When she found Trelyon 
there, alone, she almost shrank back, and her face paled some- 
what 3 then she forced herself to go forward and shake hands 
>yith him, though her face still wore a frightened and con- 
strained look. 

" Wenna," he said, " don't go away. I want to speak to 
you for a minute. You are offended with me about something, 
and I want you to tell me why. If you wish our friendship to 
cease, say so, and I will obey you ; but you must tell me why 
first." 

*' I am not offended with you, Mr. Trelyon," she said, in a 
low and nervous voice. "Do not think that. But — ^but I 
think it will be better if you will let our friendship cease, as 
you say." 

For a second he stared : then something of firmness" came 
about his mouth. 

" Oh no," he said, " I will not, in this fashion. " You've 
got to tell me what is the matter first. Now remember this. 
Not very long ago you chose to quarrel with me about nothing 
— absolutely about nothing. You know quite well that I meant 
no harm to you by lending Mr. Roscorla that money ; yet you 
must needs flare up and give it me as hot as you could, all for 
nothing. What could I do ? Why, only wait imtil you saw 
what a mistake you had made." 

" It was very wrong of me," she said. " I ask your forgive- 
ness. But now it is quite different. I am not angry with you 
at all. I should like to remain your friend ; and yet I think it 



NOT THE LAST WORD. 241 

better not I — I cannot explain to you, Mr. Trelyon ; and I 
am sure you won't ask me, when I say so." 

He looked at her for a moment, and then he said, gently 
and yet firmly — 

" Look here, Wenna. You think I am only a boy. That 
may or may not be ; but I am going to talk reasonably to you 
for once. . Come over to this chair by the window, and sit 
down." 

She followed him in passive obedience. She took the one 
chair, he the other. 

" Perhaps I am only a boy,^' he said ; " but I have knocked 
about a good deal, and I have kept my eyes as wide open as 
most folks. I suppose ill-natured people might say that, as I 
had nothing to do at Eglosilyan, I wanted to have a flirtation 
with the only girl who was handy. I know better. Year after 
year I saw more and more of you, bit by bit ; and that after I 
had been abroad or living in other places in England from 
time to time. I got to believe that I had never seen an)rwhere 
any girl or woman who was so honest as you are, .and good in 
a dozen secret ways that needed a deal of discovering. I 
found out far more about you than you imagined. I heard of 
you in cottages that you never knew I was in ; and everything 
I heard made me respect you more and more. Mind this too. 
I had no sort of personal liking for the sort of thing you were 
doing. I don't admire muggy little rooms, and poverty, and 
sick people, as appealing to a fine sentiment. There never 
was anything of the parson or of the benevolent old lady about 
me. I would rather give half-a-crown to an impertinent little 
schoolboy who had just whopped another boy bigger than him- 
self, than give a halfpenny tract to a sickly infant in its mother's 
arms ; that's original sin in me, I suppose. But all that squalid 
sort of work you were in only made the jewel shine the more. 
I used to think I should like to marry a very grand woman, 
who could be presented at Court without a tremor, who would 
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come into a drawing-room as if she was conferring a favour on 
the world at large ; and I certainly never thought I should find 
the best woman I had ever seen in back-kitchens sewing pina- 
fores for children. And then, when I found her there, wasn't 
it natural I should put some store by her friendship ? I 
suppose you didn't know what I thought of you, Wenna, 
because I kept chaffing you and Mabyn? I have told you 
something of it now ; and now I want you to say whether you 
have a right to shunt me ofif like this without a word of ex- 
planation." 

She sate quite still, silent and nervous. The rude and im- 
petuous eloquence of his speech, broken by many a hesitating 
stammer, had touched her. There was more thoughtfulness 
and tenderness in this wild lad than she had supposed. 

" How can I explain ? " she burst out, suddenly. " I 
should cover myself with shame ! " 

"And what have you to be ashamed of?" he said, with a 
stare. 

The distress she was obviously suffering was so great that 
he had almost a mind to take her at her word, and leave the 
house without further ado. Just at this moment, when he was 
considering what would be the most generous thing to do, she 
seemed to nerve herself to speak to him, and in a low and 
measured voice she said — 

"Yes, I will tell you. I have had a letter this morning 
from Mr. Roscorla. He asks me if it is true that you are 
paying me such attention that people notice it; and he asks 
me if that is how I keep my promise to him.'* 

Something like a quiver of rage passed through the yoimg 
man at this moment, but his teeth were kept firmly together. 
She did not look up to his face. 

" That is not all. I must tell you that I was deeply shocked 
and grieved by this letter ; but on looking back over the past 
six weeks I think a suspicious person might have been justified 






NOT THE LAST WORD. 243 

in complaining to Mr. Roscorla. And — ^and — and, Mr. 
Trelyon, did you see that dried flower in my Prayer-book last 
night?" 

Her resolution was fast ebbing away ; he could see that her 
hands were clasped piteously together. 
Yes, I did," he said, boldly. 

And oh ! what could you have thought of me ! " she 
cried, in her distress. "Indeed, Mr. Trelyon, it was all a 
mistake. I did not keep the flower — I did not, indeed. And 
when I thought you had seen it, I could have died for shame." 

" And why ? " he said, in a way that made her lift up her 
startled eyes to his face. There was a strange look there, as 
of a man who had suddenly resolved to dare his fate. " For 
you have been frank with me, and so will I be with you. Why 
should you not have kept that flower ? Yes, I sent it to you ; 
and with all the purpose that such a thing could carry. Y^s, 
you may be as angry as you please ; only listen, Wenna. You 
don't love that man whom you are engaged to marry ; you 
know in your heart that you do not believe in his love for you ; 
and are you surprised that people should wish to have you 
break off an engagement that will only bring you misery ? " 

" Mr. Trelyon ! " 

"Wenna, one minute — ^you must hear me. Do with my 
offer what you like — only here it is : give me the power to 
break off this engagement, and I will. Give me the right 'to 
do that ! Don't mind me in the matter. It is true I love you 
— ^there, I will say it again : there is nothing I think of from 
morning till night but my love for you ; and if you would say 
that some time I might ask you to be my wife, you would give 
me more happiness than you could dream of. But. I don't 
wish that now. I will remain your friend, if you like, Wenna ; 
only let me do this thing for you j and when you are free, you 
can then say Yes or No." 

She rose, not proud and indignant, but weeping bitterly. 
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" I have deserved this," she said, apparently overwhelmed 
with mortification and self-reproach. "I have earned this 
shame, and I must bear it I do not blame you, Mr. Trelyon 
— it is I who have done this. How many weeks is it since the 
man left England to whom I promised to be faithful ? and 
already — but this I can do, Mr. Trelyon : I will bid you good- 
bye now, and I will never see you again.'* 

Her face was quite pale. She held out her hand. 

" No,*' he said firmly. "We do not part like that, Wenna. 
First, let me say that you have nothing to accuse yourself of 
You have done nothing, and said nothing, of which any man, 
however mean and suspicious, could complain. Perhaps I was 
too hasty in speaking of my love for you. In that case, IVe 
got to pay for my folly." 

" And it is folly, Mr. Trelyon 1 " she said, passionately, and 
yet with nothing but tenderness in her face. " How could you 
have thought of marrying me ? Why, the future that ought to 
lie before you is far more than you can imagine yet ; and you 
would go and hamper it my marrying an innkeeper's daughter ! 
It is folly, indeed ; and you will see that very soon. But — but 
I am very sorry all this has occurred ; it is another grief to me 
that I have troubled you. I think I was bom to bring grief to 
all my friends." 

He was anxiously debating what he should do ; and he 
needed all his wits at that moment, for his own feelings were 
strong within him, and clamouring for expression. Would he 
insist ? Would he bear down all opposition ? Happily, quieter 
counsels prevailed; for there was no mistaking the absolute 
truthfulness of what the girl had said. 

" Well, Wenna," he said, " I will do anything you like, only 
to remain your friend. Is that possible ? Will you forgive all 
that I have said if I make you a promise not to repeat it, and 
never again to mention your engagement to Mr. Roscorla ? " 

" No, we must part now altogether," she said slowly. Then, 
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by haphazard, she glanced up at his face for a moment, and 
there was a great sadness in her eyes. " It is a hard thing 
to part. Perhaps it will not be necessary that you should never 
come to see me. But we must not be friends as we have been ; 
for I have my duty to do towards him." 

" Then I may come to see you sometimes ? " 

She hesitated. 
' " You may come to see my mother sometimes. And I will 
always think of you as a dear friend, whether I see you or 
not." 

He went outside, and drew a long breath. 

"I had to keep a tight grip on the reins that time," he 
was thinking to himself; "a precious tight grip; but I 
did it" 

He thought of the look there was in her eyes when she 
finally bid him good-bye. His face grew the happier as he 
thought of it. He was clearly not at all down-hearted about his 
rejection ; on the contrary, he went and told his Cousin Juliott 
that the little affair of the morning had been quite satisfac- 
torily arranged; that Miss Wenna and he were very good 
friends again ; and that it was quite a mistake to imagine that 
she was already married to Mr. Roscorla. 

" Harry," said his cousin, " I strictly forbid you to mention 
that gentleman's name." 

« Why, Jue ? " he said. ^ 

" Because I will not listen to the bad language you invari- 
ably use whenever you speak of him; and you ought to re- 
member that you are in a clergyman's house. I wonder Miss 
Rosewame is not ashamed to have your acquaintance ; but I 
dare say you amend your ways when you are in her presence. 
She'll have plenty to reform if ever she takes you for a hus- 
band.'' 

" That's true enough, Jue,'* the young man said, penitently. 
" I believe I'm a bad lot ; but then, look at the brilliant cort 
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trast which the future will present. You know that my olc 
grandmother is always saying to me, * Harry, you were bon 
with as many manners as most folks ; and youVe used none 
so you'll have a rare stock to come and go on when yoii 
begin.'" 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

A PERILOUS TRUCE. 

The very stars in their courses seemed to fight for this yoimg 
man. 

No sooner had Wenna Rosewarne fled to her own room, 
there to think over in a wild and bewildered way all that had 
just happened, than her heart smote her sorely. She had not 
acted prudently. She had forgotten her self-respect. She 
oug?it to have forbidden him to come near her again — ^at least, 
until such time as this foolish fancy of his should have passed 
away and been forgotten. 

How could she have parted with him so calmly, and led 
him to suppose that their former relations were unaltered ? She 
looked back on the forced quietude of her manner, and was 
herself astonished. Now her heart was beating rapidly ; her 
trembling fingers were unconsciously twisting and untwisting a 
bit of ribbon ; her head seemed giddy with the recollection of 
that brief and strange interview. Then, somehow, she thought 
of the look on his face when she told him that henceforth they 
must be strangers to each other. It seemed hard that he should 
be badly used for what was, perhaps, no intentional fault If 
anybody had been in fault, it was herself, in being blind to a 
possibility to which even her own sister had drawn her atten- 
tion ; and so the punishment ought to fall on her. 

She would humble herself before Mr. Roscorla, She would 
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force herself to be affectionate towards him in her letters. She 
would even write to Mab3ni, and beg of her to take no notice 
of that angry remonstrance. 

Then Wenna thought of her mother, and how she ought to 
tell her of all these things. But how could she ? During the 
past day or . two Mrs. Rosewame had been at times singularly 
fretful and anxious. No letter had come from her husband. In 
vain did Wenna remind her that men were more careless of 
such small matters than women, and that it was too soon to 
expect her father to sit down and write. Mrs. Rosewame sat 
brooding over her husband's silence ; then she would get up in 
an excited fashion and declare her intention of going straight 
back to Eglosilyan ; and these fitful moods preyed on the 
health of the invalid. Ought Wenna to risk increasing her 
anxiety by telling her this strange tale ? She would doubtless 
misunderstand it. She might be angry with Harry Trelyon. 
She would certainly be surprised that Wenna had givea him 
permission to see her again — not knowing that the girl, in her 
forced composure, had been talking to him as if this avowal oi 
his were of no great moment. 

All the same Wenna had a secret fear that she had bee^a 
imprudent in giving him this permission ; and the most she 
could do now was to make his visits as few, short, and ceremo- 
nious as possible. She would avoid him by every means in hei 
power ; and the first thing was to make sure that he should not 
call on them again while they remained in Penzance. 

So she went down to the small parlour in a much more 
equable frame of mind, though her heart was still throbbing in 
an unusual way. The moment she entered the room she saw 
that something had occurred to disturb her mother. Mrs. 
Rosewame turned from the window, and there was an excited 
look in her eyes. 

"Wenna," she said, hurriedly, "did you see that carriage? 
Did you see that woman ? Who was with her ? Did you see 



A PERILOUS TRUCE. 249 

who was with her ? I know it was she — not if I live a hundred 
years could I forget that — that devil in human shape ! " 

"Mother, I don't know what you mean," Wenna said^ 
wholly aghast. 

Her mother had gone to the window again, and she was 
saying to herself, hurriedly, and in a low voice — 

" No, you don't know ; you don't know — why should you 
know ? That shameless creature ! And to drive by here — she 
must have known I was here. Oh, the shamelessness of the 
woman ! " 

She turned to Wenna again. 

" Wenna, I thought Mr. Trelyon was here. How long has 
he been gone ? I want to see him most particularly — most par- 
ticularly, and only for a moment. He is sure to know all the 
strangers at his hotel, is he not? I, want to ask him some 
questions — Wenna, wiU you go at once and bid him come 
to see me for a moment ? " 

" Mother !" Wenna said — ^how could she go to the hotel, 
with such a message ? 

"Well, send a note to him, Wenna — send a note by the 
girl downstairs. What harm is there in that ? " 

" Lie down then, mother," said the girl calmly, " and I will 
send a message to Mr. Trelyon." 

. She drew her chair to the table, and her cheeks crimsoned 
to think of what he might imagine this letter to mean when he 
got the envelope in his hands. Her fingers trembled as she 
wrote the date at the head of the note. Then she came to the 
word "Dear," and it seemed to her that if shame were a 
punishment, she was doing sufficient penance for her indiscre- 
tion of that morning. Yet the note was not a compromising 
one. It merely said, " Dear Mr. Trelyon, — If you have a 
moment to spare, my mother would be most obliged to you if 
you would call on her. I hope you will forgive the trouble. — 
Yoiurs sincerely, Wenna Rosewarne." 
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When the young man got that note — he was just entering 
the hotel when the servant arrived — he stared with surprise. 
He told the girl he would call on Mrs. Rosewame directly. 
Then he followed her. 

He never for a moment doubted that this note had reference 
to his own affairs. Wenna had told her mother what had 
happened. The mother wished to see him to ask him to cease 
visiting them. Well, he was prepared for that He would ask 
Wenna to leave the room. He would attack the mother boldly, 
and tell her what he thought of Mr. Roscorla. He would 
appeal to her to save her daughter from the impending marriage. 
He would win her over to be his secret ally and friend ; and 
while nothing should be done precipitately to alarm Wenna or 
arouse her suspicions, might not these two carry the citadel of 
her heart in time, and hand over the keys to the rightful lord? 
It was a pleasant speculation ; it was at least marked by that 
audacity that never wholly forsook Master Harry Trelyon. Of 
course, he was the rightful lord ; ready to bid all false claimants, 
rivals, and pretenders beware. 

And yet, as he walked up to the house, some little tremor 
of anxiety crept into his heart. It was no mere game of brag 
in which he was engaged. As he went into the parlour, Wenna 
stepped quietly by him, her eyes downcast ; and he knew that 
all he cared to look forward to in the world depended on. the 
decision of that quiet little person with the sensitive mouth and 
the earnest; eyes. Fighting was not of much use there. 

" Well, Mrs. Rosewame," said he, rather shamefacedly, " I 
suppose you mean to scold me ? " 

Her answer surprised him. She took no heed of his remark, 
but in a vehement, excited way, began to ask him questions 
about a woman whom she described. He stared at her. 

" I hope you don't know anything about that elegant 
creature ? " he said. 

She did not wholly tell him the story, but left him to guess 
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at some portions of it ; and then she demanded to know all 
about the woman and her companion, and how long they had 
been in Penzance, and where they were going. Master Harry 
was by chance able to reply to certain of her questions. The 
answers. comforted her greatly. Was he quite sure that she was 
married ? What was her husband's name ? She was no longer 
Mrs. Shirley? Would he find out all he could? Would he 
forgive her asking him to take all this trouble ; and would he 
promise to say no word about it to Wenna ? 

When all this had been said and done, the young man felt 
himself considerably embarrassed. Was there to be no mention 
of his own affairs ? So far from remonstrating with him and 
forbidding him the house, Mrs. Rosewarne was almost effusively 
grateful to him, and could only beg him a thousq,nd times not 
to mention the subject to her daughter. • 

"Oh, of course not," said he, rather bewildered. "But — 
but I thought from the way in \i^ich she left the room that 
— that perhaps I had offended her." 

^ Oh no, I am sure that is not the case,** said Mrs. Rose- 
warne, and she immediately went and called Wenna, who came 
into the room with rather an anxious look on her face, but she 
immediately perceived the change in her mother's mood. The 
demon of suspicion and jealousy had been as suddenly exor- 
cised as it had been summoned. Mrs. Rosewame's fine eyes 
were lit by quite a new brightness and gaiety of spirits. She 
bade Wenna declare what fearful cause of offence Mr. Trelyon 
had given; and laughed when the young man, blushing some- 
what, hastily assured both of them that it was all a stupid 
mistake of his own. 

" Oh yes," Wenna said, rather neiVously, " it is a mistake. 
I am sure you have given me no offence at all, Mr. Trelyon." 

It was an embarrassing moment for two, at least, out of 
these three persons; and Mrs. Rosewarne, in her abundant 
^ood-nature, could not understand their awkward silence. 
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Wenna was apparently looking out of the window at the bright 
blue bay and the boats ; and yet the girl was not ordinarily so 
occupied when Mr. Trelyon was present As for him, he had 
got his hat in his hands; he seemed to be much concerned 
about it, or about his boots ; one .did not often find Harry 
Trelyon actually showing shyness. 

At last he said, desperately — 

" Mrs. Rosewame, perhaps you would go out for a sail in 
the afternoon ? I could get you a nice little yacht, and some 
rods and lines. Won't you ? " 

Mrs. Rosewame was in a kindly humoiu:. She said she 
would be very glad to go, for Wenna was growing tired of 
always sitting by the window. This would be some little 
variety for her. ^ 

"I hope you won't consider me, mother," said the young 
lady quickly, and with some asperity. " I am quite pleased to 
sit by the window — I could do so always. And it is very 
wrong of us to take up so much of Mr. Trelyon's time." 

"Because Mr. Trelyon's time is of so much use to him,'' 
said that young man, with a laugh; and then he told them when 
to expect him in the afternoon, and went his way. 

He was in much better spirits when he went out. He 
whistled as he went. The plash of the blue sea all along the 
shingle seemed to have a sort of laugh in it; he was in love 
with Penzance and all its beautiful neighbourhood. Once 
again, he was saying to himself, he would spend a quiet and 
delightful afternoon with Wenna Rosewame, even if that were 
to be the last. He would surrender himself to the gentle 
intoxication of her presence. He would get a glimpse, firom 
time to time, of her dark eyes when she was looking wistfully 
and absently over the sea. It was no breach of the implied 
contract with her that he should have seized this occasion. He 
Jiad been sent for. And if it was necessary that he should 
abstain from seeing hex fox axvy ^^^.x. Vxi^ ci'^ xisae^ why, this 
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single afternoon would not make much difference. Afterwards, 
he would obey her wishes in any manner she pleased. 

He walked into the hotel. There was a gentleman standing 
in the hall, whose acquaintance Master BTarry had condescended 
to make. He was a person of much money, uncertain grammar, 
and oppressive generosity ; he wore a frilled shirt and diamond 
studs, and he had such a vast admiration for this handsome, 
careless, and somewhat rude young m^, that he would have 
been very glad had Mr. Trelyon dined with him every evening, 
and taken the trouble to win any reasonable amount of money 
of him at billiards afterwards. Mr. Trelyon had not as yet 
graced his table. 

" Oh, Grainger," said the young man, " I want to speak to 
you. Will you dine with me to-night at eight ? " 

"No, no, no," said Mr. Grainger, shaking his head in 
humble protest, " that isn't fair. You dine with me. It ain't 
the first or the second time of asking either." 

" But look here," said Trelyon, " I've got lets more to ask of 
you. I want you to lend me that little cutter of yours for the 
afternoon ; will you ? You send your man on board to see she's 
all right, and I'll pull out to her in about half an hour's time. 
You'll do that, won't you, like a good fellow? " 

Mr. Grainger was not only willing to lend the yacht, but 
also his own services, to see that she properly received 
so distinguished a guest ; whereupon Trelyon had to explain 
that he wanted the small craft merely to give a couple of ladies 
a sail for an hour or so. Then Mr. Grainger would have his 
man instructed to let the ladies have some tea on board ; and 
he would give Master Harry the key of certain receptacles, in 
which he would find cans of preserved meat, fancy biscuits, 
jam, and even a few bottles of dry Sillery ; finally, he would 
immediately hurry off to see about fishing-rods. Trelyon had 
to acknowledge to himself that this worthy petsoxi ^•^i^^^N^^'^^ 
best dinner that the hotel could produce. 
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In the afternoon he walked along to fetch Mrs. Rosewame 
and her daughter, his face bright with expectation. Mrs. Rose- 
wame was dressed and ready when he went in ; but she said — 

" I am afraid I can't go, Mr. Trelyon. Wenna sa3rs she is 
a little tired, and would rather stay at home." 

"Wenna, that isn't fair," he said, obviously hurt. "You 
ought to make some little effort when you know it will do your 
mother good. And it will do you good too, if only you make 
up your mind to go." 

She hesitated for a moment ; she saw that her mother was 
disappointed. Then, without a word, she went and put on her 
hat and shawl. 

"Well," he said, approvingly, "you are very reasonable, 
and very obedient. But we can't have you go with us with 
such a face as that People would say we were going to a 
funeral" 

A shy smile came over the gentle features, and she turned 
aside. 

"And we can't have you pretend that we forced you to go. 
If we go at all, you must lead the way." 

" You would tease the life out of a saint ! " she said, with a 
vexed and embarrassed laugh, and then she marched out before 
them, very glad to be able to conceal her heightened colour. 

But much of her reserve vanished when they had set sail, 
and when the small cutter was beginning to make way through 
the light and plashing waves. Wenna's face brightened. She 
no longer let her two companions talk exclusively to each other. 
She began to show a great curiosity about the Httle yacht ; she 
grew anxious to have the lines flung out; no words of hers 
could express her admiration for the beauty of the afternoon 
and of the scene around her. 

" Now, are you glad you came out ? " he said to her. 

" Yes," she answered shyly. 

" And you'll take my advice another time ? " 
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" Do you ever take any one's advice ? " she said, venturing 
to look up. 

"Yes, certainly," he answered, "when it agrees with my 
own inclination. Who ever does any more than that ? " 

They were now a good bit away from land. 

" Skipper," said Trelyon to Mr. Grainger's man, " we'll put 
her about now, and let her drift. Here is a cigar for you ; you 
can take it up to the bow and smoke it, and keep a good look- 
out for the sea-serpent." 

By this arrangement they obtained, as they sat and idly 
talked, an excellent view of all the land around the bay, and of 
the pale, clear sunset shining in the western skies. They lay 
almost motionless in the lapping water ; the light breeze scarcely 
stirred the loose canvas. From time to time they could hear a 
sound of calling or laughing from the distant fishing-boats ; and 
that only seemed to increase the silence around them. 

It was an evening that invited to repose and reverie ; there 
were not even the usual fiery colours of the sunset to arouse 
and fix attention by their rapidly changing and glowing hues. 
The town itself, lying darkly all around the sweep of the bay, 
was dusky and distant ; elsewhere all the world seemed to be 
flooded with the silver light coming over from behind the 
western hills. The sky was of the palest blue ; the long 
mackerel clouds that stretched across were of the faintest yellow 
and lightest grey; and into that shining grey rose the black 
stems of the trees that were just over the outline of these low 
heights. St Michael's Mount had Its summit touched by the 
pale glow ; the rest of the giant rock and the far stretches of 
sea around it were grey with mist But close by the boat there- 
was a sharper light on the lapping waves and on the tall spars ;. 
while it was warm enough to heighten the colour on Wenna's 
face as she sat and looked silently at tlie great and open world 
around her. 

They were drifting in more ways than one. Wenna almosS^ 
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forgot what had occurred in the morning. She was so pleased 
to see her mother pleased, that she talked quite unreservedly 
to the young man who had wrought the change, and was ready 
to believe all that Mrs. Rosewame said in private about his 
being so delightful and cheerful a companion. . As for him, he 
was determined to profit by this last opportunity. If the strict 
rules of honour demanded that Mr. Roscorla should have fair 
play — or if Wenna wished him to absent himself, which was of 
more consequence than Mr. Roscorla's interests — ^he would 
make his visits few and formal ; but in the mean time, at least, 
they would have this one pleasant afternoon together. Some- 
times, it is true, he rebelled against the uncertain pledge he had 
given her. Why should he not seek to win her? What had 
the strict rules of honour to do with the prospect of a young 
girl allowing herself to be sacrificed, while here he was able and 
willing to snatch her away from her fate ? 

" How fond you are of the sea and of boats ! " he said to 
her. " Sometimes I think I shall have a big schooner yacht 
built for myself, and take her to the Mediterranean, going from 
place to place just as one took the fancy. But it would be 
very dull by yourself, wouldn't it, even if you had a dozen men 
on board? What you want is to have a small party all very 
friendly with each other, and at night you would sit up on deck 
and sing songs. And I think you would like those old-fashioned 
songs that you sing. Miss Wenna, all the better for hearing 
them so far away from home — at least, I should ; but then I'm 
an outer barbarian. I think you, now, would be delighted with 
the grand music abroad — ^with the operas, you know, and all 
that. IVe had to knock about these places with people ; but 
I don't care about it. I would rather hear ' Norah, the Pride of 
Kildare,' or *The Maid of Llangollen' — because, I suppose, 
these young women are more in my line. You see, I shouldn't 
care to make the acquaintance of a gorgeous creature with 
black hair and a train of yellow satin half a mile long, who 
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tosses up a gilt goblet when she sings a drinking-song, and then 
gets into a frightful passion about what you don't understand. 
Wouldn't you rather meet the ' Maid of Llangollen ' coming 
along a country road — coming in by Marazion over there, for 
example, with a bright print dress all smelling of lavender, and 
a basket of fresh eggs over her arm? Well — ^what was I saying? 
Oh yes ! don't you think if you were away in the Adriatic, and 
sitting up on deck at night, you would make the people have a- 
quiet cry when you sang * Home, sweet home ' ? The words 
are rather silly, aren't they ? But they make you think of such 
a lot if you hear them abroad." 

" And when are you going away this year, Mr. Trelyon ? " 
Wenna said, looking down. 

" Oh, I don't know," he said, cheerfully ; he would have no 
question of his going away interfere with the happiness of the 
present moment. 

At length, however, they had to bethink themselves of 
getting back, for the western skies were deepening in colour, 
and the evening air was growing chilL They ran the small 
cutter back to her moorings ; then they put off in the small 
boat for the shore. It was a beautiful, quiet evening. Wenna, 
who had taken off her glove and was allowing her bare hand 
to drag through the rippling water, seemed to be lost in distant 
and idle fancies not altogether of a melancholy nature. 

"Wenna," her mother said, "you will get your hand per- 
fectly chilled." 

The girl drew back her hand, and shook the water oflf her 
dripping fingers. Then she uttered a slight cry. 

" My ring ! " she said, looking with absolute fright at her 
hand and then at the sea. 

Of course, they stopped the boat instantly ; but all they 
could do was to stare at the clear, dark water. The distress of 
the girl was beyond expression. This was no ordinary trinket 
that had been lost ; it was a gage of plighted affection given 
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her by one now far away, and in his absence she had carelessly 
Hung it into the sea. She had no fear of omens, as her sister 
had ; but surely, of all things in the world, she ought to have 
treasured up this ring. In spite of herself, tears sprang to her 
eyes. Her mother in vain attempted to make light of the loss. 
And then at last Harry Trelyon, driven almost beside himself 
by seeing the girl so plunged in grief, hit upon a wild fashion 
of consoling her. 

" Wenna," he said, " don't disturb yourself ! Why, we can 
easily get you the ring. Look at the rocks there — ^a long bank 
of smooth sand slopes out from them, and your ring is quietly 
lying upon the sand There is nothing easier than to %et it up 
with a dredging machine — I will imdertake to let you have it 
by to-morrow afternoon.'* 

Mrs. Rosewame thought he was joking ; but he efiectnally 
persuaded Wenna, at all events, that she should have her ring 
next day. Then he discovered that he would be just in time 
to catch the half-past six train to Plymouth, where he would get 
the proper apparatus, and return in the morning. 

" It was a pretty ring," said he. " There were six stones in 
% weren't there?'* 

" Five," she said : so much she knew, though it must be 
confessed she had not studied that token of Mr. Roscorla's 
affection with the earnest solicitude which most young ladies 
bestow on the first gift of their lover. 

Trelyon jumped into a fly, and drove off to the station, 

* - 

where he sent back an apology to Mr. Grainger. Wenna went 
home more perturbed than she had been for many a day, and 
that not solely on account of the lost ring. 

Everything seemed to conspire against her, and keep her 
from carrpng out her honourable resolutions. That sail in the 
afternoon she could not well have avoided; but she had 
determined to take some opportunity of begging Mr. Trelyon 
not to visit them again while they remained in Penzance. 
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Now, however, he was coming next day ; and, whether or not 
he was successful in his quest after the missing ring, would she 
not have to show herself abimdantly grateful for all his 
kindness ? 

In putting away her gloves, she came upon the letter of 
Mr. Roscorla, which she had not yet answered. She shivered 
slightly : the handwriting on the envelope seemed to reproach 
her. And yet something of a rebellious spirit rose in her 
against this imaginary accusation ; and she grew angry that she 
was called upon to serve this harsh and inconsiderate task 
master, and give him explanations which humiliated her. He 
had no right to ask questions about Mr. Trelyon. He ought 
not to have listened to idle gossip. He should have had 
sufficient faith in her promised word; and if he only knew the 
torture of doubt and anxiety she was suffering on his behalf 

She did not pursue these speculations further; but it was 
well with Mr. Roscorla that she did not at that moment sit 
down and answer his letter. 
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CHAPTER XX\ai. 

FURTHER ENTAXGLEMEKTS. 



" Mother," said Wenna, that night, " what vexed you so this 
morning ? Who ^^•as the woman who went by ? ** 

" Don't ask me, Wenna," the mother said, rather uneasily. 
" It would do you no good to know. And you must not speak 
of that woman — she is too horrid a creature to be mentioned 
by a young girl ever." 

Wenna looked surprised ; and then she said, warmly — 

" And if she is so, mother, how could you ask Mr. Trelyon 
to have anything to do with her ? Why should you send for 
him? Why should he be spoken to about her? " 

" Mr. Trelyon ! " her mother said, impatiently. ** You seem 
to have no thought now for anybody but Mr. Trelyon. Surely 
the young man can take care of himself? " 

The reproof was just ; the justice of it was its sting. She 
was indeed thinking too much about the young man, and her 
mother was right in saying so ; but who ^^-as to understand the 
extreme anxiety that possessed her to bring these dangerous 
relations to an end ? * 

On the following afternoon Wenna, sitting alone at the 
window, heard Trelyon enter below. The young person who 
had charge of such matters allowed him to go up the stairs and 
annoimce himself as a matter of course. He tapped at the 
door, and came into the room. 
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"Where's your mother, Wenna? The girl said she wks 
here. However, never mind — IVe brought you something that 
will astonish you. What do you think of that ? " 

She scarcely looked at the ring, so great was her embarrass- 
ment. That the present of one lover should be brought back 
to her by another was an awkward, almost a humiliating, cir- 
cumstance. Yet she was glad as well as ashamed. 

" Oh, Mr. Trelyon, how can I thank you ? " she said, in her 
low, earnest voice. "All you seem to care for is to make 
other people happy — and the trouble you have taken too ! " 

She forgot to look at the ring — even when he pointed out 
how the washing in the sea had made it bright. She never 
asked about the dredging. Indeed, she was evidently disin- 
clined to speak of this matter in any way, and kept the finger 
with the ring on it out of sight 

" Mr. Trelyon," she said then, with equal steadiness of 
voice, " I am going to ask something more from you ; and I am 
sure you will not refuse it " 

"I know," said he, hastily, "and let me have the first 
word. I have been thinking over our position, during this trip 
to Plymouth and back. Well, I think I have become a 
nuisance to you — ^wait a bit, let me say my say in my own way — 
I can see that I only embarrass you when I call on you, and 
that the permission you give me is only leading to awkwardness 
and discomfort. Mind, I don't think you are acting fairly to 
yourself or to me in forbidding me to mention again what I told 
you. I know you're wrong. You should let me show you 
what sort of a life lies before you — ^but there, I promised to 
keep clear of that. Well, I will do what you like ; and if you'd 
rather have me stay away altogether, I will do that. I don't 
want to be a nuisance to you. But mind this, Wenna, I do it 
because you wish it — I don't do it because I think any man is 
bound to respect an engagement which — ^which — ^which, in fact, 
he doesn't respect " 
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His eloquence broke down; but his meaning was dear. 
He stood there before her, ready to accept her decision with 
all meekness and obedience : but giving her frankly to under- 
stand that he did not any the more countenance or consider as 
a binding thing her engagement to Mr. Roscorla. 

" Mind you," he said, " I am not quite as indififerent about 
all this as I look. It isn't the way of our family to put their 
hands in their pockets and wait for orders. But I can't fight 
with you. Many a time I wish there was a man in the case- 
then he and I might have it out ; but as it is, I suppose I have 
got to do what you say, Wenna, and that* s the long and the 
short of it" 

She did not hesitate. She went forward and offered him 
her hand; and with her frank eyes looking him in the &ce, she 
said — 

" You have said what I wished to say, and I feared I had 
not the courage to say it Now you are acting biavefy. 
Perhaps at some future time we may become friends again — oh 
yes, and I do hope that ! — ^but in the mean time you will treat 
me as if I were a stranger to you ! " 

"That is quite impossible," said he, decisively. ** You ask 
too much, Wenna." 

" Would not that be the simpler way ?** she said, looking at 
him again with the frank and earnest eyes ; and he knew she 
was right 

" And the length of time ? " he said. 

"Until Mr. Roscorla comes home again, at all events," 
she said. ^ 

She had touched an angry chord. 

" What has he to do with us ? " the young man said, almost 
fiercely. " I refiise to have him come in as arbiter or in any 
way whatever. Let him mind his own business ; and I can 
tell you, when he and I come to talk over this engagement of 
yours " 
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" You promised not to speak of that," she said quietly, and 
he instantly ceased. 

" Well, Wenna," he said, after a minute or two, " I think you 
ask too much ; but you must have it your own way. I won*t 
annoy you and drive you into a comer — ^you may depend on 
that But to be perfect strangers for an indefinite time I — 
then you won^t speak to me when I see you passing to 
church ? " 

"Oh yes," she said, looking down; "I did not mean 
strangers like that." 

*• And I thought," said he, with something more than dis- 
appointment in his face, " that when I proposed to — to relieve 
you from my visits, you would at least let us have one more 
afternoon together — only one — for a drive, you know. It 
would be nothing to you — ^it would be something for me to 
remember " 

She would not recognize the fact, but for a brief moment 
his under lip quivered ; and somehow she seemed to know it, 
though she dared not look up to his face. 

"One afternoon — only one, to-morrow — ^next day,'Wenna? 
Surely you cannot refuse me that ? " 

Then, looking at her with a great compassion in his eyes, he 
suddenly altered his tone. 

" I thmk I ought to be hanged," he said, in a vexed way. 
** You are the only person in the world I care for, and every 
time I see you I plunge you into trouble. Well, this is the last 
time. Good-bye, Wenna ! " 

Almost involuntarily she put out her hand; but it was 
with the least p&rceptible gesture to bid him remain. Then 
she went past him; and there were tears running down her 
face. 

" If — if you will wait a moment," she said, " I will see if 
mamma and I can go with you to-morrow afternoon." 

She went out and he was left alone. Each word that she 
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had uttered had pierced his heart ; but which did he feel the 
more deeply — ^remorse that he should have insisted on this 
slight and useless concession, or bitter rage against the circum- 
stances that environed them, and the man who was altogether 
responsible for these ? There was now at least one person in 
the world who greatly longed for the return of Mr. Roscorla. 



( 265 ) 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

FAREWELL ! 

"Yes, it IS true," the young man said, next morning, to his 
cousin, "this is the last time I shall see her for many a 
day." 

He was standing with his back to her, moodily staring out 
of the window. 

"Well, Harry," his cousin said, gently enough, "you won't 
be hurt if I say it is a very good thing? I am glad to see you 
have so much patience and reasonableness. Indeed, I think 
Miss Rosewame has very much improved you in that respect ; 
and it is very good advice she has given you now." 

" Oh yes, it is all very well to talk ! " he said impatiently. 
'•'Common sense is precious easy when you are quite indif- 
ferent. Of course, she is quite indifferent, and she says, ' Don't 
trouble me !* What can one do but go? But if she was not 
so indifferent " 

He turned suddenly. 

" Jue, you can't tell what trouble I am in ! Do you know 
that sometimes I have fancied she was not quite so indifferent 
— I have had the cheek to think so from one or two things she 
said — and then, if that were so, it is enough to drive one mad 
to think of leaving her. How could I leave her, Jue ? If any 
one cared for you, would you quietly sneak off in order to con- 
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suit your own comfort and convenience? Would you be patient 
and reasonable then ? " 

" Harry, don't talk in that excited way. Listen. She does 
not ask you to go away for your sake, but for hers." 

"For her sake?" he repeated, staring. "If she is indif- 
ferent, how can that matter to her ? Well, I suppose I am a 
nuisance to her — as much as I am to myself. There it is. I 
am an interloper." 

" My poor boy," his cousin said, with a kindly smile, "you. 
don't know your own mind two minutes running. During this 
past week you have been blown about by all sorts of contrary 
winds of opinion and fancy. Sometimes you thought she cared 
for you — sometimes no. Sometimes you thought it a shame to 
interfere with Mr. Roscorla; then again you grew indignant 
and would have slaughtered him. Now you don't know 
whether you ought to go away or stop to persecute her. Don't 
you think she is the best judge ? " 

" No, I don't," he said " I think she is no judge of what is 
best for her, because she never thinks of that She wants 
somebody by her to insist on her being properly selfish. ** 

" That would be a pretty lesson." 

"A necessary one, anyhow, with some women, I can tell 
you. But I suppose I must go, as she sa)rs. I couldn't bear 
meeting her about Eglosilyan, and be scarcely allowed to speak 
to her. Then when that hideous little beast comes back firom 
Jamaica, fancy seeing them walk about together ! I must cut 
the whole place. I shall go into the army — ^if s the only pro- 
fession open to a fool like me, and they say it won't be long 
open either. When I come back, Jue, I suppose you'll be Mrs. 
Tressider." 

"I am very sorry," his cousin said, not heeding the refer- 
ence to herself; "I never expected to see you so deep in 
trouble, Harry. But you have youth and good spirits on your 
side : you will get over it" 
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" I suppose so," he said, not very cheerfully ; and then he 
went off to see about the carriage which was to take Wcnna 
and himself for their last drive together. 

At the same time that he was talking to his cousin, Wenna 
was seated at her writing-desk answering Mr. Roscorla's letter. 
Her brows were knit together; she was evidently laboiuing at 
some difficult and disagreeable task. Her mother, lying on the 
sofa, was regarding her with an amused look. 

"What is the matter, Wenna? That letter seems to give 
you a deal of trouble." 

The girl put down her pen with some trace of vexation in 
her face. 

"Yes, indeed, mother. How is one to explain delicate 
matters in a letter ? Every phrase seems capable of miscon- 
struction. And then the mischief it may cause ! " 

" But siurely you don't need to write with such care to Mr. 
Roscorla?" 

Wenna coloured slightly, and hesitated, as she answered — 

" Well, mother, it is something peculiar. I did not wish to 
trouble you ; but after all I don't think you will vex yourself 
about so small a thing. Mr. Roscorla has been told stories 
about me. He is angry that Mr. Trelyon should visit uis so 
often. And — ^and — I am trying to explain. That is all, 
mother." 

" It is quite enough, Wenna ; but I am not surprised. Of 
course, if foolish persons liked to misconstrue Mr. Trelyon's 
visits, they might make mischief. I see no harm in them 
myselt I suppose the young man found an evening at the inn 
amusing ; and I can see that he likes you very well, as many 
other people do. But you know how you are situated, Wenna. 
If Mr. Roscorla objects to your contiuuing an acquaintance 
with Mr. Trelyon, your duty is clear." 

'•' I do not think it is, mother," Wenna said, an indignant 
flush of colour appearing in her face. "I should not be justified 
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in throwing over any friend or acquaintance merely because 
Mr. Roscorla had heard rumours. I would not do it He 
ought not to listen to such things — ^he ought to have greater 
faith in me. But at the same time I have asked Mr. Trelyon 
not to come here so often — I have done so already — and after 
to-day, mother, the gossips will have nothing to report." 

"That is better, Wenna," the mother said; "I shall be 
sorry myself to miss the young man, for I like him ; but it is 
better you should attend to Mr. Roscorla's wishes. And don't 
answer his letter in a vexed or angry way, Wenna." 

She was certainly not doing so. Whatever she might be 
thmking, a deliberate and even anxious courtesy was visible in 
the answer she was sending him. Her pride would not allow 
her to apologize for what had been done, in which she had 
seen no wrong ; but as to the future she was earnest in her pro- 
mises. And yet she could not help saying a good word for 
Trelyon. 

"You have known him longer than I have," she wrote, 
" and you know what his character is. I' could see nothing 
wrong in his coming to see my family and myself; nor did you 
say anything against him while you saw him with us. I am 
sure you believe he is straightforward, honest, and frank ; and 
if his frankness sometimes verges upon rudeness, he is of late 
greatly improved in that respect — ^as in many others — and he is 
most respectful and gentle in his manners. As for his kindness 
to my mother and myself, we could not shut our eyes to it. 
Here is the latest instance of it ; although I feel deeply ashamed 
to tell you the story. We were returning in a small boat, and 
I was carelessly letting my hand drag through the water, when 
somehow the ring you gave me dropped off. Of course, we all 
considered it lost — ^all except Mr. Trelyon, who took the trouble 
to go at once all the way to Pl)niiouth for a dredging-machine, 
and the following aftemoon I was overjoyed to find him return 
with the lost ring, which I had scarcely dared hope to see again. 
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How many gentlemen would have done so much for a mere 
acquaintance ? I am sure if you had been here you would 
have been ashamed of me if I had not been grateful to him. 
Now, however, since you appear to attach importance to these 
idle rumours, I liave asked Mr. Trelyon " 

So the letter went on. She would not have written so 
calmly if she had foreseen the passion which her ingenuous 
story about the dredging-machine was destined to arouse. 
When Mr. Roscorla read 'that simple narrative, he first stared 
with astonishment as though she were making some foolish 
joke. Directly he saw she was serious, however, his rage and 
mortification were indescribable. Here was this young man, 
not content with hanging about the girl so that neighbours 
talked, but actually imposing on her credulity, and making a 
jest of that engaged ring which ought to have been sacred to 
her. Mr. Roscorla at once saw through the whole affair — the 
trip to Plymouth, the purchasing of a gipsy-ring that could have 
been matched a dozen times over anywhere — the return to 
Penzance with a cock-and-bull story about a dredging-machine. 
So hot was his anger that it overcame his prudence. He would 
start for England at once. He had taken no such resolution 
when he heard from the friendly and communicative Mr- 
Barnes that Mr. Trelyon's conduct with regard to Wenna was 
causing scandal ; but this making a fool of him in his absence 
he could not bear. At any cost he would set out for England ; 
arrange matters more to his satisfaction by recalling Wenna to 
a sense of her position ; then he would return to Jamaica. 
His affaurs there were already promising so well that he could 
afford the trip. 

Meanwhile, Wenna had just finished her letter when Mr. 
Trelyon drove up with the carriage, and shortly afterwards 
came into the room. He seemed rather grave, and yet not at 
all sentimentally sad. He addressed himself mostly to Mrs. 
Rosewame, and talked to her about the Port Isaac fishing, the 
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emigTadon of the miners, and other matters. Then Wedna 
slipped away to get ready. 

^Mrs. Rosewame," he said, ^3^00 asked me to find oat 
what I could about that red-£Eu:ed person, you know. Wdl, 
here is an advertisement which may interest you. I came on 
it quite accidentally last night in the smoking-room of the 
hoteL" 

It was a marriage advertisement, cut from a paper about a 
week old. The name of the lady was " Katherine Ann, widovr 
of the late J. T. Shirley, Esq., of Baiiackpore.'* 

'^ Yes ! I was sure it was that woman ! " Mis. Rosewame 
said eagerly. ''And so she is married again? " 

'' I fancied the gay young things were here on their wedding- 
trip," Trdyon said carelessly. "They amused me. I like to 
see turtledoves of fifty billing and cooing on the promenade, 
espedally when one of them wears a brown wig, has an LJsb 
accent, and drinks brandy-and-water at break^ist Bat he u a 
good billiard-player ; yes, he is an uncommonly good billiard- 
player. He told me last night he had beaten the Iiish 
Secretary the other day in the biDiard-room of the House of 
Coomions. I humbly suspect that was a lie. At leas^ I can't 
remember anything about a billiard-table in the House of 
Commons, and I was two or three times through every bit di it 
when I was a little chap, with an unde of min^ who was a 
member then ; but perhaps they've got a billiard-table now — 
who knows ? He told me he had stood for an Irish boroo^ 
— spent ;£'3ooo on a population of 284 — and all he got was a 
black eye and a broken head. I should say all that was a 
fia,brication, too ; indeed, I think he rather amuses himself with 
lies — and brandy-and-water. But you dcm't want to know any- 
thing more about him, Mrs. Rosewame ? ^ 

She did not All that she cared to know was m that little 
strip of printed paper; and as she left the room to get ready 
for die drive, she expressed herself grateful to him in such 
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waxm tones that he was rather astonished. After all, as he 
said to himself, he had had nothing to do in bringing about the 
marriage of that somewhat gorgeous person 'in whom Mrs. 
Rosewame was so strangely interested. 

They were silent as they drove away. There was one 
happy face amongst them, that of Mrs. Rosewame ; but she 
was thinking of her own affairs, in a sort of pleased reverie. 
Wenna was timid and a trifle sad ; she said little beyond " Yes, 
Mr. Trelyon," and " No, Mr. Trelyon," and even that was said 
in a low voice. As for him, he spoke to her gravely and 
respectfully : it was already as if she were a mere stranger. 

Had some of his old friends and acquaintances seen him 
now, they would have been something more than astonished. 
Was this young man, talking in a gentle and courteous fashion 
to his companion, and endeavouring to interest her in the 
various things around her, the same dare-devil lad who used to 
clatter down the main street of Eglosilyan, who knew no 
control other than his own unruly wishes, and wHo had no 
answer but a mocking jest for any remonstrance? 

"And how long do you remain in Penzance, Mr. Trelyon?'* 
Mrs. Rosewame said at length. 

"Until to-morrow, I expect," he answered. 

" To-morrow ? " 

"Yes; I am going back to Eglosilyan. You know my 
mother means to give some party or other on my coming of 
age, and there is so little of that amusement going on at our 
house that it needs all possible encouragement After that I 
mean to leave Eglosilyan for a time." 

Wenna said nothing; but her downcast face grew a little 
paler : it was she who was banishing him. 

" By the way," he continued, with a smile, " my mother is 

• very anxious about Miss Wenna's return. I fa;ncy she has 

been trying to go into that business of the Sewing Club on her 

own account ; and in that case she would be sure to get into a 



rj% THREE FEATHERS. 

mess. I know her first impulse would be to pay any money to 
smooth matters over; but that would be a bad beginning, 
wouldn't it ? " 

"Yes, it would," Wenna said; but somehow, at this 
moment, she was less inclined to be hopefiil about the future. 

" And as for you, Mrs. Rosewame," he said, " I suppose 
you will be going home soon, now that the change seems to 
have done you so much good ? " 

" Yes, I hope so," she said ; " but Wenna must go first 
My husband writes to me that he cannot do without her, and 
offers to send Mabyn instead. Nobody seems to be able to 
get on without our Wenna." 

" And yet she has the most curious fency that she is of no 
account to anybody. Wh)', some day I expect to hear of the 
people in Eglosilyan holding a public meeting to present her 
with a service of plate, and an address written on parchment, 
with blue and gold letters." 

" Perhaps they will do that when she gets married," the 
mother said, ignorant of the stab she was dealing. 

It was a picturesque and pleasant bit of country through 
which they were driving ; yet to two of them at least the aft^"- 
noon sun seemed to shine over it with a certain sadness. It 
was as if they were bidding good-bye to some beautiful scene 
they could scarcely expect to re\'isit For many a day there- 
after, indeed, Wenna seemed to recollect that drive as thou^ 
it had happened in a dream. She remembered the rough and 
lonely road leading up sharp hills and getting down into valleys 
again ; the masses of ferns and wild flowers by the stone walls; 
the wild and undulating countr}-, with its stretches of yellow 
furze, its clumps of trees, and its huge blocks of grey granite. 
She remembered their passing into a curious httle valley, 
densely wooded, the winding path of which was not well fitted 
for a broad carriage and a pair of horses. They had to watch 
the boughs and branches as thev jolted by. The sun was warm 
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among the foliage; there was a resinous scent df ferns about. 
By-and-by the valley abruptly opened on a wide and beautiful 
picture. Lamoma Cove lay before them, and a cold fresh 
breeze came in from the sea. Here the world seemed to cease 
suddenly. All around them were huge rocks, and wild flowers, 
and trees ; and far up there on their left rose a hill of granite, 
burning red with the sunset ; but down below them the strange 
little harbour was in shadow, and the sea beyond, catching 
nothing of the glow in the west, was grey, and mystic, and 
silent Not a ship was visible on that pale plain ; no human 
being could be seen about the stone quays and the cottages; it 
seemed as if they had come to the end of the world, and were 
its last inhabitants. All these things Wenna thought of in after 
days, imtil the odd and plain little harbour of Lamoma and its 
rocks and bushes and slopes of granite seemed to be some bit 
of fairyland, steeped in the rich hues of the sunset, and yet 
ethereal, distant, and imrecoverable. 

Mrs. Rosewame did not at all understand the silence of 
these young people, and made many attempts to break it up. 
Was the mere fact of Mr. Trelyon returning to Eglosilyan next 
day anything to be sad about ? He was not a schoolboy going 
back to school. As for Wenna, she had got back her engaged 
ring, and ought to have been grateful and happy. 

" Come now," she said, " if you purpose to drive back by 
the Mouse Hole, we must waste no more time here. Wenna, 
have you gone to sleep ? " 

The girl started as if she had really been asleep ; then she 
walked back to the carriage and got in. They drove away 
again without saying a word. 

" What is the matter with you, Wenna ? Why are you so 
downcast ? " her mother asked. 

" Oh, nothing ! " the girl said hastily. " But — ^but one docs 
not care to talk much on so beautiful an evening." 

" Yes, that is quite true," said Mr. Trelyon, quite as eagerly, 

It 
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and with something of a blush ; ''one only cares to sit and look 
at things.** 

" Oh, indeed," said Mrs. Rosewame, wiA a smile ; she had 
never before heard Mr. Trdyon express his views upon sceneiy. 

They drove round by the Mouse Hol^ and when they came 
in sight of Penzance again, the bay, and Ae semicircle of 
houses, and St Michael's Mount, were all of a pale grey in Ae 
twilight As they drove quietly along, they heard the voices of 
people from time to time ; the occupants of the cottages had 
come out for their evening stroll and chat Suddenly, as tbey 
were passing certain huge masses of rock that sloped suddail7 
down to the sea, they heard another sound — ^that of two or 
three boys calling out for help. The briefest glance showed 
what was going on. These boys were standing on the lodo, 
staring fixedly at one of their companions who had feUen into 
the water and was wildly splashing about, while all they could 
do to help him was to call for aid at the pitch of their voice& 

" That chap's drowning ! *' Trdyon said, jumping out of tbe 
carriage. 

The next minute he was out on the rocks, hastily p nlling off 
his coat What was it he heard just as he plunged into tiie sea 
— ^the agonized voice of a girl calling him back ? 

Mrs. Rosewame was at this moment staring at her dau^ter 
with almost a horror-stricken look on hsx face. Was it really 
Wenna Rosewame who had been so mean ; and what madness 
possessed her to make her so? The giri had hold of her 
mother*s arm with both her hands, and held it with the g^p of 
a vice ; while her white face was turned to the rocks and tiie 
sea. 

" Oh, mother ! "she cried, "it is only aboy, and he is a man 
— and there is not another in all the world like him • 

" Wenna, is it you who are speaking; or a devil? The boy 
is drowning I '* 

But he was drowning no longer. He was laid hold of by « 
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strong arm, dragged in to the rocks, and there fished out by his 
companions. Then Trelyon got up on the rodb, and cahnly 
looked at his dripping clothes. 

" You are a nice little beast^ you are I" he said to the small 
boy, who had swallowed a good deal of salt water, but was 
otherwise quite unhurt "How do you expect I am going 
home in these trousers ? Perhaps your mother'll pay me for a 
new pair, eh? And give you a jolly good thrashing for tum- 
bling in? Here's a half-crown for you, you young ruffian; 
and if I catch you on these rocks again, FU throw you in and 
let you swim for it — ^see if I don'L" 

He walked up to the carriage, shaking himself and putting 
on his coat as he went, with great difficulty. 

" Mrs. Rosewame, I must walk back — I can't think of——" 

He uttered a short cry. Wenna was Ijring as one dead in 
her mother's arms, Mrs. Rosewame vainly endeavouring to 
revive her. He rushed down the rocks again to a pool, and 
soaked his handkerchief in the water ; then he went hurriedly 
back to the carriage, and put the cool handkerchief on her 
temples and on her face, 

" Oh, Mr. Trelyon, do go away, or you will get your death 
of cold ! " Mrs. Rosewame said. " Leave Wenna to me. See, 
there is a gentleman who will lend you his horse, and you will 
get to your hotel directly." 

He did not even answer her. His own fiice was abput as 
pale as that of the girl before him, and hers was that of a 
corpse. But by-and-by strange tremors passed through her 
frame; her hands tightened their grip of her mother's arm, and, 
with a sort of shudder, she opened her eyes and fearfully looked 
around. She caught sight of the young man standing there ; 
she scarcely seemed to recognize him for a moment. And then, 
with a quick nervous action, she caught at his hand and kissed 
it twice, hurriedly and wildly ; then she tumed to her mother, 
hid her face in her bosom, and burst into a flood of tears* 
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Probably the girl scarcely knew all that had taken place ; but 
her two companions, in silence, and with a great apprehension 
filling their hearts, saw and recognized the story she had told. 

" Mr. Trdyon," said Mrs. Rosewame, "you must not remain 
here." 

Mechanically he obeyed her. The gentleman who had 
been riding along the road had dismounted, and, fearing some 
accident had occurred, had come forward to offer his assistance. 
When he was told how matters stood, he at once gave Trelyon 
his horse to ride into Penzance ; and then the carriage was 
driven off also, at a considerably less rapid pace. 

That evening Trelyon, having got into warm clothes and 
dined, went along to ask how Wenna was. His heart beat 
hurriedly as he knocked at the door. He had intended merely 
making the inquiry, and coming away again ; but the servant 
said that Mrs. Rosewame wished to see him. 

He went upstairs, and found Mrs. Rosewame alone. These 
two looked at each other ; that single glance told everything. 
They were both aware of the secret that had been revealed. 

For an instant there was dead silence between them ; and 
then Mrs. Rosewame, with a great sadness in her voice, despite 
its studied calmness, said — 

'* Mr. Trelyon, we need say nothing of what has occurred 
There are some things that are best not spoken of. But I can 
tmst to you not to seek to see Wenna before you leave here. 
She is quite recovered — only a little nervous, you know, and 
frightened. To-morrow she will be quite well again.'* 

" You will bid her good-bye for me," he said. 

But for the tight clasp of the hand between these two, it 
was an ordinary parting. He put on his hat and went out. 
Perhaps it was the cold sea air that had made his face so pak. 
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^ MABYN DREAMS. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



jj \ *' Yes, mother," said Mabyn, bursting into the room, "here I 
^ am ; and Jennifers downstairs, with my box ; and I am to stay 
^ with you here for another week or a fortnight ; and Wenna's to 
go back at once, for the whole world is convulsed because of 
Mr. Trelyon's coming of age ; and Mrs. Trelyon has sent ^d 
taken all our spare rooms ; and father says Wenna must come 
back directly, for if s always * Wenna, do this,' and * Wenna, do 
that ; ' and if Wenna isn't there, of course the sky will tumble 

down on the earth Mother, what* s the matter, and where's 

Wenna ? " 

Mabyn was suddenly brought up in the middle of her 
voluble speech by the strange expression on her mother's 
face. 

"Oh, Mabyn, something dreadful has happened to our 
Wenna ! " 

Mabyn tinned deadly white. 

" Is she ill ? " she said, almost in a whisper. 

" No, not ill ; but a great trouble has fallen on her.'* 

Then the mother, in a low voice, apparently fearful that any 
one should overhear, began to tell her younger daughter of all 
she had learnt within the past day or two — ^how young Trelyon 
had been bold enough to tell Wenna that he loved her ; how 
Wenna had dallied with her conscience and been loth to part 
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with him ; how at length she had as good as revealed to him 
that she loved him in return; and how she was now over- 
whelmed and crushed beneath a sense of her own faithlessness 
and the impossibility of making reparation to her betrothed. 

"Only to think, Mabyn," said the mother, in accents of 
despair, "that all this distress should have come about in such 
a quiet and unexpected way ! Who could have foreseen it? 
Why, of all people in the world, you would have thought 
our Wenna was the least likely to have any misery of this sort; 
and many a time, don't you remember, I used to say it was so 
wise of her getting engaged to a prudent and elderly man, who 
would save her from the plagues and trials that young girls 
often suffer at the hands of their lovers. I thought she was so 
comfortably settled. Everjrthing promised her a quiet and 
gentle life. And now this sudden Sihock has come upon her, 
she seems to think she is not iit to live, and she goes on in 
such a wild way " 

" Where is she ? " Mabyn said, abruptly. 

" No, no, no," the mother said, anxiously. " You must not 
speak a word to her, Mabyn. You must not let her know I 
have told you anything about it. Leave her to herself for a 
while at least ; if you spoke to her, she would take it you meant 
to accuse her ; for she says you warned her, and she would pay 
no heed. Leave her to herself, Mabyn." 

"Then where is Mr. Trelyon?" said Mabyn, with some 
touch of indignation in her voice. " What is he doing ? Is he 
leaving her to herself too ? " 

" I don't know what you mean, Mabyn," her mother said, 
timidly. 

"Why doesn't he come forward like a man, and many 

her ? " said Mabyn, boldly. " Yes, that is what I would do, if 

I were a man She has sent him away? Yes, of course. That 

is right and proper. And Wenna will go on doing what is 

right and proper, i£ you aililo^ la.ei, vo \i5\a.N^\?j ^cl^ ^s>A.^!aa end 
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will be a lifetime of misery, thaf s alL No, my notion is that 
she should do something that is not right and is quite improper, 
if only it makes her happy ; and you'll see if I don't get her to 
do it Why, mother, haven't you had eyes to see that these two 
have been in love for years ? Nobody in the world had ever 
the least control over him but her ; he would do anything for 
Wenna; and she — why, she always came back singing after she 
had met and spoken to him. And then you talk about a pru- 
dent and sensible husband ! * I don't want Wenna to many a 
watchful, mean, old, stocking-darning cripple, who will creep 
about the house all day, and peer into cupboards, and give her 
fourpence-halfpenny a week to live on. I want her to marry a 
man, one that is strong enough to protect her; and I tell you, 
mother — I've said it before and I say it again — ^she shall not 
marry Mr. Roscorla !'' 

" Mabyn ! " said her mother, " you are getting madder than 
ever. Your dislike to Mr. Roscorla is most unreasonable. A 
cripple . — ^why " 

" Oh, mother ! " Mabyn cried, with a bright light on her 
face, " only think of our Wenna being married to Mr. Trelyon, 
and how happy, and pleased, and pretty she would look as 
they went walking together ! And then how proud he would 
be to have so nice a wife: .and he would joke about her, 
and be very impertinent, but he would simply worship her all 
the same and do everything he could to please her. And he 
would take her away and showjhier all the beautiful places 
abroad ; and he would have a yacht, too ; and he would give 
her a fine house in London ; and don't you think our Wenna 
would fascinate everybody with her mouselike ways, and her 
nice, small steps ? And if they did have any trouble, wouldn't 
she be better to have somebody with her, not timid, and 
anxious, and pettifogging, but somebody who wouldn't be cast 
down, but make her as brave as himself? " 

Miss Mabjn was a shrewd young -woiaasi, ^ixA ^^ 's*^^ "^aax 
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her mothei's quick, imaginative, sympathetic nature was being 
captivated by this picture. She determined to have her as an 
aUy. 

"And don't you see, mother, how it all lies within her 
reach ? Harry Trelyon is in love with her — there was no need 
for him to say so — I knew it long before he did. And she — 
why, she has told him now that she cares for him ; and if I 
were he, I know what Fd do in his place. What is there in the 
way ? Why, a — b. sort of imderstanding " 

'" A promise, Mabyn," said the mother. 

" Well, a promise," said the girl, desperately, and colouring 
somewhat "But it was a promise given in ignorance — she 
didn't know — ^how could she know? Everybody knows that 
such promises are constantly broken. If you are in love with 
somebody else, what's the good of your keeping the promise ? 
Now, mother, won't you argue with her ? See here. If she keeps 
her promise, there's three people miserable. If she breaks it, 
there's only one — and I doubt whether he's got the capacity to 
be miserable. That's two to one, or three to one, is it ? Now 
will you argue with her, mother ? " 

" Mabyn, Mabyn," the mother said, with a shake of her 
head, but evidently pleased with the voice of the tempter, 
"your fancy has run away with you. Why, Mr. Trelyon has 
never proposed to marry her." 

" I know he wants to," said Mabyn, confidently. 

" How can you know ? " 

" I'll ask him and prove it to you." 

"Indeed," said the mother, sadly, "it is no thought of 
marriage that is in Wenna's head just now. The poor girl is 
full of remorse and apprehension. I think she would like to 
start at once for Jamaica, and fling herself at Mr. Roscorla's 
feet, and confess her fault I am glad she has to go back to 
Eglosilyan ; that may distract her mind in a measure ; at 
present she is suffering more than she shows." 
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"Where is she?" 

" In her own room, tired out and fast asleep. I looked in 
a few minutes ago." 

Mabyn went upstairs, after having seen that Jennifer had 
properly bestowed her box. Wenna had just risen from the 
sofa, and was standing in the middle of the room. Her 
younger and taller sister went blithely forward to her, kissed 
her as usual, took no notice of the sudden flush of red that 
sprang into her face, and proceeded to state, in a business-like 
fashion, all the arrangements that had to be made. 

" Have you been enjoying yourself, Wenna ? " Mabyn said, 
with a fine air of indifference. 

" Oh yes," Wenna answered ; adding hastily, " don't you 
think mother is greatly improved ? " 

" Wonderfully. I almost forgot she was an invalid. How , 
lUcky you are to be going back to see all the fine doings at the 
Hall ; of course they will ask you up." 

" They will do nothing of the kind," Wenna said, with some 
asperity, and with her face turned aside. 

" Lord and Lady Amersham have already come to the Hall." 

"Oh, indeed!" 

" Yes ; they said some time ago that there was a good 
chance of Mr. Trelyon marrying the daughter — ^the tall gurl 
with the yellow hair, you remember ? " 

"And the stooping shoulders? yes. I should think they 
would be glad to get her married to anybody. She's thirty." 

" Oh, Wenna ! " 

" Mr. Trelyon told me so," said Wenna, sharply. 

" And they are a little surprised," continued Mabyn, in the 
same indifferent way, but watching her sister all the while, 
" that Mr. Trelyon has remained absent until so near the time. 
But I suppose he means to take Miss Penaluna with him. She 
lives here, doesn't she ? They used to say tliere was a chance 
of a marriage there, too." 
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" Mabyn, what do you mean?" Wenna said, suddenly and 
angrily. "^Vhat do I care about Mr. Trelyon's maniage? 
What is it you mean ? " 

But the firmness oi her lips b^an to yield ; diere was an 
ominous trembling about them ; and at the same moment her 
younger sister caught her to her bosom^ and hid her face tiiere^ 
and hushed her wild sobbing. She would hear no confessioiL 
She knew enough. Nothing would convince her that Weona 
had done anything wrong; so there was no use speaking 
about it 

" Wenna,** she said, in a low voice, ** have jrou sent him any 
message ? " 

" Oh no, no," the girl said, trembling. " I fear ev€n to 
think of him; and when you mentioned his namey Mabyn, 
it seemed to choke me. And now I have to go back to 
Eglosilyan ; and oh ! if you only knew how I dread that^ 
Mabyn ! " 

Mabyn's conscience was struck. She it was who had 
done this thing. She had persuaded her father that her mother 
needed another week or fortnight at Penzance ; she had 
frightened him by telling him what bother he would suffer if 
Wenna were not back at the inn during the festivities at 
Trelyon Hall : and then she had offered to go and take 
her sister's post George Rosewame was heartily glad to ex- 
change the one daughter for the other. Mabyn was too inde- 
pendent She thwarted him; sometimes she insisted on his 
bestirring himself. Wenna, on the other hand, went about the 
place like some invisible spirit of order, making everything com- 
fortable for him, without noise or worry. He was easily led to 
issue the necessary orders ; and so it was that Mabyn thought 
she was doing her sister a friendly turn by sending her back to 
Eglosilyan in order to join in congratulating Harry Trelyon on 
his entrance into man's estate. Now Mabyn found that she 
had only plunged her sister into deeper trouble. 
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What could be done to save her ? 

"Weraia," said Mabyn, rather timidly, "do you think he 
has left Penzance ? " 

Wenna turned to her with a sudden look of entreaty in her 
face. 

" I cannot bear to speak of him, Mabyn. . I have no right 
to — I hope you will not ask me. Just now I — I am going to 
write a letter — to Jamaica. I shall tell the whole truth. It is 
for him to say what must happen now. I have done him a 
great injury. I did not intend it ; I had no thought of it ; but 
my own folly and thoughtlessness brought it about, and I have 
to bear the penalty. I don't think he need be anxious about 
punishing me." 

She turned away with a tired look on her face, and began 
to get out her writing materials, Mabyn watched her for a 
moment or two in silence; then she left and went to her own 
room, saying to herself, "Punishment? whoever talks of 
punishment will have to address himself to me" 

When she got to her own room, she wrote these words on a 
piece of paper — ^in her firm, bold, free hand — ^^ A friend woulS 
like to see you for a minute in front of the Post Office in the middle 
of the town'^ She put that in an envelope, and addressed the 
envelope to Harry Trelyon, Esq. Still keeping her bonnet on,, 
she went downstairs, and had a little general conversation with 
her mother, in the course of which she quite casually asked the 
name of the hotel at which Mr. Trelyon had been staying. 
Then, just as if she were going out to the parade to have a look 
at the sea, she carelessly left the house. 

The dusk of the evening was growing to dark. A white 
mist lay over the sea. The solitary lamps were being lit along 
the parade — each golden star shining sharply in the pale purple 
twilight ; but a more confused glow of orange showed where 
the little town was busy in its narrow thoroughferes. She got 
hold of a small boy, gave him the letter, sixpence, and hi& 
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instructions. He was to ask if the gentleman were in the 
hotel If not, had he left Penzance, or would he return that 
night? In any case the boy was not to leave the letter imlf ^ 
Mr. Trelyon were there. 

The small boy returned in a couple of minutes. The 
gentleman was there, and had taken the letter. So Mabyn at 
once set out for the centre of the town, and soon found herself 
in among a mass of huddled houses, bright shops, and 
thoroughfares pretty well filled with strolling sailors, women 
getting home from market, and towTispeople come out to gossip. 
She had accurately judged that she would be less observed in 
this busy little place than out on the parade ; and as it was the 
first appointment she had ever made to meet a young gentle- 
man alone, she was just a little nervous. 

Trelyon was there. He had recognised the handwriting in 
a moment He had no time to ridicule or even to think of 
Mabyn's school-girl affectation of secrecy ; he had at once 
rushed off to the place of appointment, and that by a short cut 
of which she had no knowledge. 

" Mabyn, what's the matter ? Is Wenna ill ? " he said — 
forgetting in his anxiety even to shake hands with her. 

" Oh no, she isn't," said Mabyn, rather coldly and defiantly. 
If he was in love with, her sister, it was for him to make 
advances. 

"Oh no, she's pretty well, thank you," continued Mabyn, 
indifferently. "But she never could stand much worry. I 
wanted to see you about that. She is going back to Eglosilyan 
to-morrow ; and you must promise not to have her asked up to 
the Hall while these grand doings are going on — ^you must not 
try to see her and persuade her — if you could keep out of her 
way altogether " 

" You know all about it, then, Mabyn ? " he said, suddenly ; 
and even in the dusky light of the street, she could see the 
rapid look of gladness that filled his face. " And you are not 
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going to be vexed, eh ? You'll remain friends with me,. Mabyn 
— you will tell me how she is from time to time. Don't you 
see I must go away — ^and, by Jove, Mabyn, I've got such a lot 
to tell you ! " 

She looked round. 

" I can't talk to you here. Won't you walk back by the 
other road behind the town ? " he said. 

Yes, she would go willingly with him now. The anxiety 
of his face, the almost wild way in which he seemed to beg for 
her help and friendship, the mere impatience of his manner 
pleased and satisfied her. This was as it should be. Here was 
no sweetheart by line and rule, demonstrating his affection l^ 
argument, acting at all times with a studied propriety ; but a 
real, true lover, full of passionate hope and as passionate feay^ 
ready to do anything, and yet not knowing what to do. Above 
all he was "brave and handsome, like a prince I" and therefore 
a fit lover for her gentle sister. 

" Oh, Mr. Trelyon," she said, with a great burst of con- 
fidence, " I did so fear that you might be indifferent ! " 

" Indifferent ! " said he, with some bitterness. " Perhaps 
that is the best thing that could happen; only it isn't veiy 
likely to happen. Did you ever see anybody placed as I am 
placed, Mabyn ? Nothing but stumbling-blocks every way I 
look. Our family have always been hot-headed and hot- 
tempered ; if I told my grandmother at this minute how I am 
situated, I believe she would say, 'Why don't you go like a 
man, and run off with the girl ? ' ^ 

" Yes ! " said Mabyn, quite delighted 

" But suppose you've bothered and worried the girl untD 
you feel ashamed of yourself, and she begs of you to leave her, 
aren't you bound in fair manliness to go?" 

"I don't know," said Mabyn, doubtfully. 

" Well, I do. It would be very mean to pester her. I'm 
off as soon as these people leave the HalL But then these 
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are other things. There is your sister engaged to this feQow 
out in Jamaica " 

" Isn't he a horrid wretch ? " said Mabyn, between her teeth. 

" Oh, I quite agree with you. If I could have it out with 

him now but after all, what harm has the man done ? Is it 

any wonder he wanted to get Wenna for a wife ? " 

" Oh, but he cheated her," said Mabyn, wsumly. ** He 
persuaded her, and reasoned with her, and argued her into 
marrying him. And what business had he to tell her that love 
between young people is all bitterness and trial; and that a 
girl is only safe when she marries a prudent and elderly man 
who will look after her? Why, it is to look after him that he 
wants her. Wenna is going to him as a housekeeper and a 
nurse. Only — only, Mr. Trelyon, she kastit gone to him just 
yetr 

" Oh, I don't think he did anything imfair," the young man 
said, gloomily. "It doesn't matter anyhow. What I was 
going to say is that my grandmother's notion of what one <rf 
our family ought to do in such a case can't be carried out : 
whatever you may think of a man, you can't go and try to rob 
him of his sweetheart behind his back. £ven supposing she 
was willing to break with him, which she is nol^ you've at least 
got to wait to give the fellow a chance." 

"There I quite disagree with you, Mr. Trelyon," Mabyn 
said, warmly. " Wait to give him a chance to make our Wenna 
miserable? Is she to be made the prize of a sort of %ht? 
If I were a man, I'd pay less attention to my own scruples and 
try what I could do for her. . . . Oh, Mr. Trelyon — I — ^I beg 
your pardon." 

Mabyn suddenly stopped on the road, overwhdmed witii 
confusion. She had been so warmly thinking of her sister's 
welfare that she had been hurried into something worse than an 
indiscretion. 

^'WAat^ then, Mabyn>" said V^»V^o^o^a^^l ^sr^os^ 
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" I beg your pardon. I have been so thoughtless. I had 
no right to assume that you wished — ^that you wished for the — 
for the opportunity " 

" Of marrying Wenna ? " said he, witfi a great stare. ** But 
what else have we been speaking about ? Or rather, I suppose 
we did assume it Well, the more I think of it, Mabyn, the 
more I am maddened by all these obstacles, and by the notion 
of all the things that may happen. That's the bad part of my 
going away. How can I tell what may happen ? He might 
come back, and insist on her marrying him right off." 

"Mr. Trelyon," said Mabyn, speaking very clearly, "there's 
one thing you may be sure of. If you let me know where you 
are, nothing will happen to Wenna that you don't hear of." 

He took her hand, and pressed it in mute thankfulness. 
He was not insensible to the value of having so warm an 
advocate, so faithful an ally, always at Wenna's side. 

" How long do letters take in going to Jamaica ? " Mabyn 
asked. 

" I don't know." 

" I could fetch him back for you difectly," said she, " if you 
would like that." 

" How ? " 

"By writing and telling him that you and Wenna were 
going to get married. Wouldn't that fetch him back pretty 
quickly ? " 

" I doubt it. He wouldn't believe it of Wenna. Then he 
is a sensible sort of fellow, and would say to himself that, if the 
news was true, he would have his journey for nothing. Besides, 
Barnes says that things are looking well with him in Jamaica — 
better than anybody expected. He might not be anxious to 
leave." 

They had now got back to the parade, and Mabyn stopped. 

" I must leave you now, Mr. Trelyon. Mind not to go 
near Wenna when you get to Eglosilyan ** 
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" She shan't even see me. I shall be there only a couple 
of days or so ; then I am going to London. I am going to 
have a try at the Civil Service examinations — for first commis- 
sions, you know. I shall only come back to Eglosilyan for a 
day now and again at long intervals. You have promised to 
write to me, Mabyn — ^well, I'll send you my address." 

She looked at him keenly as she offered him her hand. 

"I wouldn't be down-hearted if I were you," she said 
" Very odd things sometimes happen." 

" Oh, I shan't be very down-hearted," said he, " so long as 
I hear that she is all right, and not vexing herself about any- 
thing." 

•'Good-bye, Mr. Trelyon. I am sorry I can't take any 
message for you." 

"To her? No, that is impossible. Good-bye, Mabyn: 
I think you are the best friend I have in the world." 

" We'll see about that," she said, as she walked rapidly off. 

Her mother had been sufficiently astonished by her loi^ 
absence ; she was now equally surprised by the excitement and 
pleasure visible in her face. 

"Oh, mammy, do you know whom I've seen? Mr. 
Trelyon ! " 

"Mabyn!" 

"Yes. We've walked right round Penzance — all by our- 
selves. And it's all settled, mother." 

" What is all settled ? " 

" The understanding between him and me. An offensive 
and defensive alliance. Let tyrants beware ! " 

She took off her bonnet, and came and sat down on tbe 
floor by the side of the sofa. 

"Oh, mammy, I see such beautiful things in the future— 
you wouldn't believe it if I told you all I see ! Everybody 
else seems determined to forecast such gloomy events — ^there's 
Wcnxi2L crying and wxkmg \eXlet^ ol c.oxi\i\\lv3^^^3ad expecting 
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all sorts of anger and scolding j there's Mr. Trelyon, haunted 
by the notion that Mr. Roscorla will suddenly come home and 
marry Wenna right off; and as for him out there in Jamaica, I 
expect he'll be in a nice state when he hears of all this. But 
far on ahead of all that I see such a beautiful picture " 

" It is a dream of yoiu-s, Mabyn," her mother said ; but 
there was an imaginative light in her fine eyes, too. 

" No, it is not a dream, mother ; for there are so many 
people all wishing now that it should come about, in spite of 
these gloomy fancies. What is there to prevent it, when we 
are all agreed ? Mr. Trelyon and I heading the list with our 
important alliance ; and you, mother, would be so proud to see 
Wenna happy ; and Mrs. Trelyon pets her as if she were a 
daughter already, and everybody — every man, woman, and 
child in Eglosilyan would rather see that come about than get 
a guinea apiece. Oh, mother, if you could see the picture that 
I see just now " 

" It is a pretty picture, Mabyn," her mother said, shaking 
her head. " But when you think of everybody being agreed, 
you forget one, and that is Wenna herself. Whatever she 
thinks fit and right to do, that she is certain to do, and all yoiu: 
alliances and friendly wishes won't alter her decision, even if it 
should break her heart And, indeed, I hope the poor child 
won't sink under the terrible strain that is on her : what do you 
think of her looks, Mabyn? " 

"They want mending; yes, they want mending," Mabyn 
admitted, apparently with some compunction; but then she 
added, boldly, "and you know as well as I do, mother, that 
there is but the one way of mending them 1" 



^x 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

FERN IN DIE WELT. 

If this story were not tied by its title to the Duchy of Corn- 
wall, it might be interesting enough to follow Mr. Hoscoila into 
the new world that had opened all around hiniy and say some- 
thing of the sudden shock his old habits had thus received^ 
and of the quite altered views of his own life he had been 
led to form. As matters stand, we can only pay him a flying 
visit 

He is seated in a verandah, fronting a garden, in wtisiL 
pomegranates and oranges form the principal fruit. Down 
below him some blacks are bringing provisions up to Yacca 
Farm, along the cactus avenue leading to the gate. Far away 
on his right, the last rays of the sun are shining on the summit 
of Blue Mountain Peak ; and along the horizon the reflected 
glow of the sky shines on the calm sea. It is a fine, still 
evening; his cigar smells sweet in the air; it is a time for 
indolent dreaming and for memories of home. 

But Mr. Roscorla is not so much enraptured by thoughts of 
home as he might be. 

" Why," he is saying to himself, " my life in Basset Cottage 
was no life at all, but only a waiting for death. Day after day 
passed in that monotonous fashion ; what had one to look 
forward to but old age, sickness, and then the quiet of a coffin? 
It was nothing but an YvomiVy ^loc^'s.^v^t^ \a NJcva. ^gave^ varied by 
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rabbit-shooting. This bold breaking away from the narrow life 
of such a place has given me a new lease of existence Now 
I can look back with surprise on the dulness of that Cornish 
village, and on the regularity of habits which I did not know 
were habits. For is not that always the case? You don't 
know that you are forming a habit ; you take each act to be an 
individual act, which you may perform or not at will ; but all 
the same the succession of them is getting you into its power, 
custom gets a grip of your ways of thinking as well as your 
ways of living ; the habit is formed, and it does not cease its 
hold until it conducts you to the grave. Try Jamaica for a 
cure. Fling a sleeping man into the sea, and watch if he does 
not wake. Why, when I look back to the slow, methodical, 
commonplace life I led at Eglosilyan, can I wonder that I was 
sometimes afraid of Wenna Rosewame regarding me as a 
somewhat staid an d venerable person, on whose infirmities she 
ought to take pity?" 

He rose and began to walk up and down the verandah, 

. putting his foot down firmly. His loose linen suit was smart 

enough ; his complexion had been improved by the sun. The 

consciousness that his business affairs were promising well did 

not lessen his sense of self-importance. 

"Wenna must be prepared to move about a bit when I go 
back," he was saying to himself. " She must give up that daily 
attendance on cottagers' children. If all turns out well, I 
don't see why we should not live in London; for who will 
Icnow there who her father was ? That consideration was of 
no consequence so long as I looked forward to living the rest 
of my life in Basset Cottage ; now there are other things to be 
thought of when there is a chance of my going among my old 
friends again." 

By this time, it must be observed, Mr. Roscorla had aban- 
<ioned his hasty intention of returning to England t<i -vx^tkjl^s. 
Wenna with having received a ring ftom TLairj Ti^q^atu ^Swet 
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all, he reasoned with himself, the mere fact that she should talk 
thus simply and frankly about young Trelyon showed that, so 
far as she was concerned, her loyalty to her absent lover was 
imbroken. As for the young gentleman himself, he was, Mt 
Roscorla knew, fond of joking. He had doubtless thought k 
a fine thing to make a fool of two or three women by imposing 
on them this cock-and-bull story of finding a ring by dredging. 
He was a little angry that Wenna should have been deceived; 
but then, he reflected, these gipsy-rings are so much like one 
another that the young man had probably got a pretty fair 
duplicate. For the rest, he did not want to quarrel with Hany 
Trelyon at present. 

But as he was walking up and down this verandah, looking 
a much younger and brisker man than the Mr. Roscorla who 
had lefi: Eglosilyan, a servant came through the house and 
brought him a couple of letters. He saw they were respectively 
from Mr. Barnes and from Wenna ; and, curiously enough, he 
opened the reverend gentleman's first — ^perhaps as schoalboys 
like to leave the best bit of a tart to the last. 

He read the letter over carefully ; he sat down and read it 
again; then he put it before him on the table. He was 
evidently puzzled by it. 

"What does this man mean by writing these letters to 
me?" — so Mr. Roscorla, who was a cautious and reflective 
person, communed with himself. " He is no particular friend 
of mine. He must be driving at something. Now he says 
that I am to be of good cheer. I must not think anything of 
what he formerly wrote. Mr. Trelyon is leaving Eglosilyan for 
good, and his mother will at last have some peace of mind. 
What a pity it is that this sensitive creature should be at the 
mercy of the rude passions of this son of hers — ^that she 
should have no protector — that she should be allowed to mope 
herself to death in a melancholy seclusion." 

An odd fancy occuneA \.o ^x. ^o's^c.o^^ ^V t.\us moment, I 
snd he smiled. ^ 
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"I think I have got a clue to Mr. Barnes's disinterested 
inxiety about my affairs. The widower would like to protect 
he solitary and unfriended widow ; but the young man is in 
he way. The young man would be very much in the way if 
le married Wenna Rosewame ; the widower's fears drive him 
nto suspicion, then into certainty ; nothing will do but that I 
ihould return to England at once, and spoil this little arrange- 
nent But as soon as Harry Trelyon declares his intention of 
eaving Eglosilyan for good, then my affairs may go anyhow. 
VEr. Barnes finds the coast clear ; I am bidden to stay where I 
im. Well, that is what I mean t6 do; but now I fancy I 
inderstand Mr. Barnes's generous friendship for me and his 
iffectionate correspondence." 

He turned to Wenna's letter with much compunction. He 
)wed her some atonement for having listened to the disin- 
genuous reports of this scheming clergyman. How could he 
lave so far forgotten the firm, imcompromising rectitude of the 
jirl's character, her sensitive notions of honour, the promises 
he had given ? 

He read the letter, and as he read his eyes seemed to grow 
lot with rage. He paid no heed to the passionate contrition 
)f the trembling lines; to the obvious pain that she had 
jndured in telling the story, without concealment, against her- 
lelf; to the utter and abject wretchedness with which she 
Lwaited his decision. It was thus that she had kept faith with 
lim the moment his back was turned. Such were the safe- 
guards afforded by a woman's sense of honour. What a fool 
le had been, to imagine that any woman could remain true to 
ler promise, so goon as some other object of flirtation and 
ncipient love-making came in her way ! 

He looked at the letter again : he could scarcely believe it 
o be in her handwriting. This the quiet, reasonable, gentle, 
;nd timid Wenna Rosewame, whose virtues were almos^t ^^x^Sw^ 
00 severe ? The despair and remois^ oi V5a& \^\X&x ^^ "^^^^ 
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touch him — ^he was too angiy and indignant over the insult ta 
himself— but it astonished him. The passionate emotion of 
those closely-written pages he could scarcely connect with the 
shy, frank, kindly little girl he remembered \ it was a ay of 
agony from a tortured woman, and he knew at least that for 
her the old, quiet time was over. 

He knew not what do do. All this that had happened vas 
new to him ; it was old and gone by in England, and who coold 
tell what further complications might have arisen ? But his 
anger required some vent ; he went indoors, called for a lamp, 
and sat down and wrote, with a hard and resolute look on his 
face: — 

" I have received your letter. I am not surprised. Yoo 
are a woman; and I ought to have known that a woman!s 
promise is of value so long as you are by her side to see that 
she keeps it You ask what reparation you can make ; I ask 
if there is any that you can suggest No ; you have done 
what cannot be undone. Do you think a man would many a 
woman who is in love with, or has been in love with another 
man, even if he could overlook her breach of faith and the 
shameless thoughtlessness of her conduct ? My course is dea^ 
at all events. I give you back the promise that you did not 
know how to keep ; and now you can go and ask the yoaqg 
man who has been making a holiday toy of you whether he 
will be pleased to marry you. 

"Richard Roscorla." 

He sealed and addressed this letter, still Y^th the firm, haid 
look about his face ; then he summoned a servant — z, tall, zed- 
haired Irishman. He did not hesitate for a moment 

" Look here, Sullivan, the English mails go out to-mocrov 

morning — ^you must ride down to the Post Office, as hard 

as you can go \ and \i "^on^x^ ^. i^^i \!»aaxs& Ns^xr^ ^ee Ml 



FERN IN DIE 'WELT. 295 

Keith, and give him my compliments, and ask him if he can 
possibly take this letter if the mails are not made np. It is of 
great importance. Quick now ! " 

He watched the man go clattering down the cactus avenue 
until he was out of sight Then he turned, put the letters in 
his pocket, went indoors, and again struck a small gong that 
did duty for a bell. He wanted his horse brought round at 
once. He was going over to Pleasant Farm; probably he 
would not return that night. He lit another cigar and paced 
up and down the gravel in front of the house until the horse 
was brought round. 

When he reached Pleasant Farm, the stars were shining 
overhead, and the odours of the night-flowers came floating 
out of the forest; but inside the house there were brilliant 
/ights and the voices of men talking. A bachelor supper- 
party was going forward. Mr. Roscorla entered, and presently 
was seated at the hospitable board. 

They had never seen him so gay ; and they had certainly 
never seen him so generously inclined, for Mr. Roscorla was 
economical in his habits. He would have them all to dinner 
the next evening, and promised them such champagne as had 
never been sent to Kingston before. He passed round his 
best cigars; he hinted something about unlimited loo; he 
drank pretty freely ; and was altogether in a jovial humour. 

"England?" he said, when some one mentioned the 
mother country. " Of one thing I am pretty certain — England 
will never see me again. No — o, man lives here ; in Engbmd 
he waits for his death. What life I have got before me I shall 
live in Jamaica — ^that is my view of the questioa" 

"Then she is coming out to you?" said his host, with a 
grin. 

Roscorla's face flushed with anger. 

" There is no she in the matter," he said, abruptly^ akQL<^*^ 
fiercely. " I thank God I am not tied to ^xi^ ^looiasLl^ 
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" Oh, I beg your pardon," said his host, good-naturedly, 
who did not care to recall the occasions on which Mr. Ros- 
corla had been rather pleased to admit that certain tender ties 
bound him to his native land. 

" No, there is not 1 " he said. " What fool would have his 
comfort and peace of mind depend on the caprice of a woman? 
I like your plan better, Rogers : when they're dependent on 
you, you can do as you like; but when they've got to be 
treated as equals, they're the devil. No, my boys, you don't 
find me going in for the angel in the house — she's too exacting. 
Is it to be unlimited ? " 

Now, to play unlimited loo in a reckless fashion is about the 
easiest way of getting rid of money that the ingenuity of man 
has devised. The other players were much better qualified to 
run such risks than Mr. Roscorla ; but none played half so 
wildly as he. LO.U's went freely about. At one point in the 
evening the floating paper bearing the signature of Mr. Ros- 
corla represented a sum of about 300/. ; and yet his losses did 
not weigh heavily on him. At length every one got tired, and 
it was resolved to stop short at a certain hour. But from this 
point the luck changed ; nothing could stand against his cards; 
one by one his I.O.U's were recalled ; and when they all rose 
from the table, he had won about 48/. He was not elated. 

He went to his room, and sat down in an easy-chair ; and 
then it seemed to him that he saw Eglosilyan once more^ and 
the far coasts of Cornwall, and the broad uplands lying under 
a blue English sky. That was his home, and he had cut him- 
self away from it, and from the little glimmer of romance that 
had recently brightened it for him. Every bit of the place, too^ 
was associated somehow with Wenna Rosewame. He could 
see the seat, fronting the Atlantic, on which she used to sit and 
sew on the fine summer forenoons. He could see the rough 
Toaid, leading over the downs, on which he met her one wintiy 
moming, she wrapped up and dram^ "Wt i^^^i^ ^s^q^cait, 
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while the red sun in the sky seemed to brighten the pink 
colour the cold wind had brought into her cheeks. He thought 
of her walking sedately up to church ; of her wild scramblings 
among the rocks witli Mabyn ; of her enjoyment of a fierce 
wind when it came laden with the spray of the great rollers 
breaking on the cliff outside. What was the song she used to 
sing to herself as she went along the quiet woodland ways? — 

Your Polly has never been false, she declares. 
Since last time we parted at Wapping Old Stairs. 

He could not let her go. All the anger of wounded vanity 
had left his heart ; he thought now only of the chaiice he was 
throwing away. Where else could he hope to find for himself so 
pleasant a companion and fnend, who would cheer up his dull 
daily life with her warm sympathies, her quick humour, her 
winning womanly ways ? 

He thought of that letter he had sent away, and cursed his 
own folly. So long as she was bound by her promise, he knew 
he could marry her when he pleased ; but now he had volun- 
tarily released her. In a couple of weeks she would hold her 
manumission in her hands ; the past would no longer have any 
power over her ; if ever they met, they would meet as mere 
acquaintances. Every moment the prize slipping out of his 
grasp seemed to grow more valuable ; his vexation with himself 
grew intolerable ; he suddenly resolved that he would make a 
wild effort to get back that fatal letter. 

He had sat communing with himself for over an hour ; all 
the household was fast asleep. He would not wake any one, 
for fear of being compelled to give explanations ; so he noise- 
lessly crept along the dark passages until he got to the door, 
which he carefully opened and let himself out The night was 
wonderfully clear; the constellations throbbing and glittering 
overhead ; the trees were black against the pale sky. 

He made his way round to the Stab\es, «xA \vai^ ^^acaa. 'y^tf^ 
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of notion that he would try to get at his horse, until it occurred 
to him that some suddenly awakened servant or master would 
probably send a bullet whizzing at him. So he abandoned that 
enterprise, and set oflf to walk, as quickly as he could, down 
tiie slopes of the mountain, with the stars still shining over his 
head, the air sweet with powerful scents, the leaves of the 
bushes hanging silently in the semi-darkness. 

How long he walked he did not know ; he was not aware 
that, when he reached the sleeping town, a pale grey was 
lightening the eastern skies. He went to the house of the 
postmaster and hurriedly aroused him. Mr. Keith b^an to 
think that the ordinarily sedate Mr. Roscorla had gone mad. 

" But I must have the letter," he said. " Come now, Keith, 
you can give it me back if you like. Of course, I know it 
is very wrong ; but you'll do it to oblige a friend ^ 

" My dear sir," Said the postmaster, who could not get time 
for explanation, " the mails were made up last night '* 

" Yes, yes ; but you can open the English bag." 

"They were sent on board last night." 

" Then the packet is still in the harbour ; you might come 
down with me " 

" She sails at daybreak " 

" It is not daybreak yet," said Mr. Roscorla, looking up. 

Then he saw how the grey dawn had come over the skies, 
banishing the stars, and he became aware of the wan li^t 
shining around him. With the new day his life was altered; 
he would no more be as he had been; the chief aim and 
purpose of his existence had been changed. 

Walking heedlessly back, he came to a point from which he 
had a distant view of the harbour and the sea beyond. Far 
away out on the dull grey plain was a steamer slowly making 
her way towards the east. Was that the packet bound for 
England, carrying to Wenna Rosewarae the message that die 
was free ? " 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

"blue is the sweetest." 

The following correspondence may now, without any great 
breach of confidence, be published : — 

** EglosilyaHy Monday morning, 

" Dear Mr. Trelyon, 

" Do you know what Mr. Roscorla says in the letter 
Wenna has just received ? Why, that you could not get up that 
ring by dredging, but that you must have bought the ring at 
Plymouth. Just think of the wicked old wretch fancying such 
things ; as if you would give a ring of emeralds to any one I 
Tell me that this is a story, that I may bid Wenna contradict 
him at once. I have got no patience with a man who is givea 
over to such mean suspicions. 

"Yours faithfully, 

"Mabyn Rosewarne.** 

**Londonf Tuesday night* 

"Dear Mabyn, 

" I am sorry to say Mr. Roscorla is right It was a 
foolish trick — I did not think it would be successful, for my 
hitting the size of her finger was rather a stroke of luck; 
but I thought it would amuse her if she did find it out after 
an hour or two. I was afraid to tell her afterwards, for she 
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would think it impertinent What's to be done ? Is she angry 

about it? 

" Yours sincerely, 

"Harry Trelyon." 

*' EglosUyoH. 

"Dear Mr. Trelyon, 

" How could you do such a thing ! Why, to give 

Wenna, of all people in the world, an emerald ring, just after I 

had got Mr. Roscorla to give her one, for bad luck to himself I 

Why, how could you do it ! I don't know what to say about 

it — ^unless you demand it back, and send her one Tvith sqfiphires 

in it ai once. 

"Yours, 

"M.R. 
" P.S.: — As quick as ever you can^^ 

^^ London f Friday morning, 

"Dear Mabyn, 

" Why, you know she wouldn't take a sapphire ring 
or any other from me. 

" Yours faithfully, 

" H. Trelyon." 

"My Dear Mr. Trelyon, 

" Pray don't lose any time in writing ; but send me 
at once a sapphire ring for Wenna. You have hit the size 
once, and you can do it again; but in any case, I have 
marked the size on this bit of thread, and the jeweller will 
imderstand. And please, dear Mr. Trelyon, don't get a v^ 
expensive one, but a plain, good one, just like what a poor 
person like me would buy for a present if I wanted to. And 
post it at once, please — this is very important, 

" Yours most sincerely, 

"Mabyn Rosewarne." 

In consequence of lYi\s coxtes^oxi.^^xic.^^'^^aick^j^^^s^ 
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ing, proceeded to seek out her sister, whom she found busy 
with the accounts of the Sewing Club, which was now in a 
flourishing condition. Mabyn seemed a little shy. 

" Oh, Wenna," she said, " I have something to tell you. 
You know I wrote to ask Mr. Trelyon about the ring. Well, 
he's very, very sorry — oh, you don't know how sorry he is, 
Wenna ! — but it's quite true. He thought he would please you 
by getting the ring, and that you would make a joke of it when 
you found it out ; and then he was afraid to speak of it 
afterwards " 

Wenna had quietly slipped the ring off her finger. She 
betrayed no emotion at the mention of Mr. Trelyon's name. 
Her face was a trifle red, that was all. 

" It was a stupid thing to do," she said, "but I suppose he 
meant no harm. Will you send him back the ring ? " 

" Yes," she said, eagerly. " Give me the ring, Wenna." 

She carefully wrapped it up in a piece of paper, and put it 
in her pocket Any one who knew her would have seen by her 
face that she meant to give that ring short shrift. Then she 
said timidly — 

" You are not very angry, Wenna?" 

"No. I am sorry I should have vexed Mr. Roscorla by 
my carelessness." 

" Wenna," the younger sister continued, even more timidly, 
" do you know what I've heard about rings — ^that when you've 
worn one for some time on a finger, you ought never to leave ^t 
off" altogether ; I think it aflects the circulation — or something 
of that kind. Now, if Mr, Trelyon were to send you another 
ring, just to — to keep the place of that one until Mr. Roscorla 
came back " 

" Mabyn, you must be mad to think of such a thing," said 
her sister looking down. 

" Oh yes," Mabjm said, meekly, " I thought you wouldn't 
like the notion of Mr. Trelyon gvvin% 's^'^ ^ "^^^^^^ ^^^^ ^^"^ 
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dear Wenna, Fve — I've got a ring for you — jovl won't mm 
taking it from me; and if you do wear it on the engage 
finger, why, that doesn't matter, don't you see " 

She produced the ring of dark blue stones^ and herself pt 
it on Wenna's finger. 

"Oh, Mabyn," Wenna said, "how could "you be so ei 
travagant ! And just after you gave me that ten shillings fc 
the Leans." 

"You be quiet," said Mabyn, briskly, going oflTwith a 1^ 
look on her face. 

And yet there was some determination about her mouti 
She hastily put on her hat, and went out She took the pat 
by the hillside over the little harbour; and eventually sh 
reached the face of Black Cliff, at the foot of which a gre] 
green sea was dashing in white masses of foam ; there was o 
living thing around her but the choughs and daws;, and th 
white seagulls sailing overhead 

She took out a large sheet of brown paper and placed it o 
the ground. Then she sought out a bit of rock, weighing aboi 
two poimds. Then she took out the little parcel whidi ca 
tained the emerald ring, tied it up carefully along with tii 
stone in the sheet of brown paper ; finally, she rose up to h€ 
full height and heaved the whole into the sea. A splash dowi 
there, and that was alL 

She clapped her hands with joy. 

"And now my precious emerald ring, that's the last of yoi 
I imagine ! And there isn't much chance of a fish bringini 
you back, to make mischief with your ugly green stones ] ^ 

Then she went home, and wrote this note : — 

" EghsUyan^ Jiimtdey. 

*Dear Mr. Trelyon, 

" I have just thrown the emerald ring you gave Weniu 
into the sea, and she wears the other one now an her ensagBk 
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fitter ^ but she thinks I bought it Did you ever hear of an old- 
fashioned rhyme that is this ? — 

O, green is forsaken. 
And yellow^ s forsworn^ 
And blue is the sweetest 
Colour that's worn I 

You can't tell what mischief that emerald ring might not have 
done. But the sapphires that Wenna is wearing now are perfectly 
beautiful ; and Wenna is not so heartbroken that she isn't very 
proud of them. I never saw such a beautiful ring. 

" Yours sincerely, 

"Mabyn Rosewarne. 
"P.S. — Are you never coming back to Eglosilyan any 
more ? " 

So the days went by, and Mabyn waited, with a seoret hope 
to see what answer Mr. Roscorla would send to that letter of 
confession and contrition Wenna had written to him at Pen- 
zance. The letter had been written as an act of duty, and 
posted too ; but there was no mail going out for ten days there- 
after, so that a considerable time had to elapse before the 
answer came. 

During that time Wenna went about her ordinary duties, 
just as if there was no hidden fire of pain consuming her heart ; 
there was no word spoken by her or to her of all that had 
recently occurred ; her mother and sister were glad to see her 
so continuously busy. At first she shrank firom going up to 
Trelyon Hall, and would rather have corresponded with Mrs. 
Trelyon about their joint work of charity, but she conquered 
the feeling, and went and saw the gentle lady, who perceived 
nothing altered or strange in her demeanour. At last the letter 
firom Jamaica came ; and Mabyn, having sent it up to her 
sister's room, waited for a few minutes, and then followed it 
She was a litde afraid, despite her belief in the virtues of the 
sapphire ring. 
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When she entered the room, she uttered a slight ay of 
alarm and ran forward to her sister. Wenna was seated on a 
chair by the side of the bed, but she had thrown her arms out 
on the bed, her head was between them, and she was sobbing 
as if her heart would break. 

"Wenna, what is the matter? what has he said to you?" 

Mabyn's eyes were all afire now. Wenna would not answa 
She would not even raise her head. 

" Wenna, I want to see that letter." 

"Oh no, no," the girl moaned. "I deserve it; he says 
what is true ; I want you to leave me alone, Mabyn — ^you— yoa 
can't do anything to help this " 

But Mabyn had by this time perceived that her sister hdd 
in her hand, crumpled up, the letter which was the cause of this 
wild outburst of grief. She went forward and firmly took it out 
of the yielding fingers ; then she turned to the light and read it 

" Oh, if I were a man ! " she said; and then the very passion 
of her indignation, finding no other vent, filled her eyes with 
proud and angry tears. She forgot to rejoice that her sister iras 
now firee. She only saw the cruel insult of those lines, and the 
fashion in which it had struck down its victim. 

"Wenna," she said, hotly, " you ought to have more spirit I 
You don't mean to say you care for the opinion of a nm n ^o 
would write to any girl like that ! You ought to be precious 
glad that he has shown himself in his true colours. Why, he 
never cared a bit for you — ^never ! — or he would never turn at 
a moment's notice and insult you " 

" I have deserved it all; it is every word of it true ; he could 
not have written otherwise " — that was all that Wenna would say 
between her sobs. 

"Well," retorted Mabyn, "after all I am glad he was angry. 
I did not think he had so much spirit And if this is his 
opinion of you, I don't think it is worth heeding, only I hope 
he'll keep to it Yes, I do ! I hope he'll contiuue to think you 
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everything that is wicked, and remain out in Jamaica, Wenna, 
you must not lie and cry like that. Come, get up, and look at 
the strawberries that Mr. Trewhella has sent you." 

" Please, Mabyn, leave me alone, there's a good girL" 
" I shall be up again in a few minutes, then ; I want you to 
drive me over to St Gwennis. Wenna, I must go over to St 
Gwennis before lunch ; and father won't let me have anybody 
to drive; do you hear, Wenna?" 

Then she went out and down into the kitchen, where she 
bothered Jennifer for a few minutes imtil she had got an iron 
heated at the fire. With this implement she carefully smoothed 
out the crumpled letter, and 'then she as carefully folded it, took 
it upstairs, and put it safely away in her own desk. She had 
just time to write a few lines : — 

*' Dear Mr. Trelyon, 

" Do you know what news I have got to tell you ? 
Can you guess ? The engagement between Mr. Roscorla and 
Wenna is broken off; and I have got in my possession the letter 
in which he sets her free. If you knew how glad I am ! — I 
should like to cry * Hurrah ! hurrah ! ' all through the streets of 
Eglosilyan, and I think every one else would do the same if 
only they knew. Of course, she is very much grieved, for he 
has been most insulting. I cannot tell you the things he has 
said ; you would kill him if you heard them. But she will come 
K)und very soon, I know; and then she will have her freedom 
again, and no more emerald rings, and letters all filled with 
arguments. Would you like to see her, Mr. Trelyon? But 
don't come yet — ^not for a long time — she would only get angry 
and obstinate. I'll tell you when to come ; and in the mean- 
time, you know, she is still wearing your ring, so that you need 
aot be afraid. How glad I shall be to see you again ! 

** Yours most faithfully, 

" Mabyn Rosewarne." 
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She went downstairs quickly, and put this letter in the 
letter-box. There was an air of triumph on her face. She had 
worked for this result — ^aided by the mysterious i)owers of fiate, 
whom she had conjured to serve her — and now the welcome end 
of her labours had arrived. She bade the ostler get out the dog- 
cart, as if she were the Queen of Sheba going to visit Solomon. 
She went marching up to her sister's room, announcing her 
approach with a more than ordinarily acciurate rendering of 
" Oh, the men of merry, merry England ! " so that a stranger 
might have fancied that he heard the very voice of Hany 
Trelyon, with all its immelodious vigour, ringing along the 
passage. 



( 307 ) 



CHAPTER XXXII. 



THE exile's return. 



Perhaps you have been away in distant parts of the earth, each 
day crowded with new experiences and slowly obscuring the 
clear pictures of England with which you left ; perhaps you 
have only been hidden away in London, amid its ceaseless 
noise, its strange faces, its monotonous recurrence of duties ; 
let us say, in any case, that you are returning home for a space 
to the quiet of northern Cornwall. 

You look out of the high window of a Plymouth hotel early 
in the morning ; there is promise of a beautiful autumn day. A 
ring of pink mist lies around the horizon ; overhead the sky is 
clear and blue; the white sickle of the moon still lingers visible. 
The new warmth of the day begins to melt the hoar-frost in the 
meadows, and you know that out beyond the town the sun is 
shining brilliantly on the wet grass, with the brown cattle gleam- 
ing red in the light 

You leave the great world behind, with all its bustle, crowds, 
and express engines, when you get into the quiet little train that 
takes you leisurely up to Launceston, through woods, by the 
sides of rivers, over great valleys. There is a sense of repose 
about this railway journey. The train stops at any number of 
small stations — apparently to let the guard have a chat with the 
station-master — ^and then jogs on in a quiet, contented fashion. 
And on such an autumn day as this, that is a beautiful^ stilL, 
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rich-coloured, and English-looking country through which it 
passes. Here is a deep valley, all glittering with the dew and 
the sunlight Down in the hollow a farm-3rard is half hidden 
behind the yellowing elms; a boy is driving a flock of white 
geese along the twisting road ; the hedges are red with the 
withering briers. Up here, along the hillsides, the woods of 
scrub oak are gloAving with every imaginable hue of goW, 
crimson, and bronze, except where a few dark firs appear, or 
where a tuft of broom, pure and bright in its green, stands out 
among the faded brackens. The gorse is profusely in bloom- 
it always is in Cornwall. Still further over there are sheep 
visible on the uplands ; beyond these again the bleak brown 
moors rise into peaks of hills ; overhead the silent blue, and all 
aroimd the sweet, fresh country air. 

With a sharp whistle the small train darts into an opening 
in the hills ; here we are in the twilight of a great wood. The 
tall trees are becoming bare ; the ground is red with the Men 
leaves ; through the branches the blue-winged jay flies, scream- 
ing harshly; you can smell the damp and resinous odours of the 
ferns. Out again we get into the sunlight ; and lo ! a rushing 
brawling, narrow stream, its cle^u: flood swaying this way and 
that by the big stones ; a wall of rock overhead crowned by 
glowing furze; a herd of red cattle sent scampering through the 
bright-green grass. Now we get slowly into a small white 
station, and catch a glimpse of a tiny town over in the valley; 
again we go on by wood and valley, by rocks, and streams, and 
farms. It is a pleasant drive on such a morning. 

In one of the carriages in this train Master Harry Trdyon 
and his grandmother were seated. How he had ever persuaded 
her to go with him to Cornwall by train was mysterious enough; 
for the old lady thoroughly hated all such modem devices. It 
was her custom to go travelling all over the country with a \s% 
old-fashioned phaeton and a pair of horses ; and her chief 
amusement during these long excursions was driving up to any 
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big house she took a fancy to, in order to see if there was a 
chance of its being let to her. The faithful old servant who 
attended her, and who was about as old as the coachman, had 
a great respect for his mistress; but sometimes he swore — 
inaudibly — when she ordered him to make the usual inquiry at 
the front-door of some noble lord's 'country residence, which 
he would as soon have thought of letting as of forfeiting his 
seat in the House of Peers or his hopes of heaven. But the 
carriage and horses were coming down all the same to Eglo- 
silyan, to take her back again. 

" Harry," she was saying at this moment, " the longer I 
look at you, the more positive I am that you are ill. I don't 
like your colour; you are thin, and careworn, and anxious. 
What is the matter with you ? " 

" Going to school again at twenty-one is hard work, grand- 
mother," he said. " Don't you try it But I don't think I'm 
particularly ill ; few folks can keep a complexion like yours, 
grandmother." 

" Yes," said the old lady, rather pleased, " many's the time 
they said that about me, that there wasn't much to complain of 
in my looks ; and that's what a girl thinks of then, and sweet- 
hearts, and balls, and all the other men looking savage when 
she's dancing with any one of them. Well, well, Harry ; and 
what is all this about you and the young lady your mother has 
made such a pet of? Oh yes, I have my suspicions ; and she's 
engaged to another man, isn't she? Your grandfather would 
have fought him, I'll be bound ; but we live in a peaceable 
way now — ^well, well, no matter ; but hasn't that got something 
to do with your glum looks, Harry ? " 

" I tell you, grandmother, I have been hard at work in 
London. You can't look very brilliant after a few months in 
London." 

"And what keeps you in London at this time of the year?" 
said this plain-spoken old lady. "Your fancy about getdrL^ 
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into the army ? Nonsense, man ; don't tell me such a tale as 
that There's a woman in the case; a Trelyon never puts 
himself so much about from any other cause. To stop in town 
at this time of the year ! Why, your grandfather and your 
father, too, would have laughed to hear of it I haven't had a 
brace of birds or a pheasant sent me since last autumn — not 
one. Come, sir, be frank with me. I'm an old woman, but I 
can hold my tongue." 

"There's nothing to tell, grandmother," he said. "Yoa 
just about hit it in that guess of yours — I suppose Juliott told 
you. Well, the girl is engaged to another man; and what 
more is to be said ? " 

" The man's in Jamaica? ** 

"Yes." 

" Why are you going down to-day ? " 

" Only for a brief visit : I've been a long time away." 

The old lady sat silent for some time. She had heard rf 
the whole affair before; but she wished to have the mmoar 
confirmed. And at first she was sorely troubled that her grand- 
son should contemplate marrying an innkeeper's daughter, how- 
ever intelligent, amiable, and well-educated the young Jai^ 
might be; but she knew the Trelyons pretty weU, and knew 
that, if he had made up his mind to it, argument and remon- 
strance would be useless. Moreover, she had a great affection 
for this yoimg man, and was strongly disposed to sympathise 
with any wish of his. She grew in time to have a great interest 
in Miss Wenna Rosewame ; at this moment the chief object rf 
her visit was to make her acquaintance. She grew to pi^ 
young Trelyon in his disappointment, and was inclined to 
believe that the person in Jamaica was something of a pobHc 
enemy. The fact was, her mere liking for her grandson wooU 
have converted her to a sympathy with the wildest project be 
could have formed. 

" Dear, dear," s\ie said, " \q\\3X ^:«V^^id things ei^gagements 
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are when they stand in your way. Shall I tell you the truth? 
I was just about as good as engaged to John Cholmondeley 
when I gave myself up to your grandfather — ^but there, when a 
girl's heart pulls her one way, and her promise pulls her another 
way, she needs to be a very firm-minded young woman, if she 
means to hold fast. John Cholmondeley was as good-hearted 
a young fellow as ever lived — ^yes, I will say that for him ; and 
I was mightily sorry for him; but — ^but you see, thafs how 
things come about Dear, dear, that evening at Bath — I 
remember it as well as if it was yesterday — and it was only two 
months after I had run away with your grandfather. Yes, there 
was a ball that night ; and we had kept very quiet, you know, 
after coming back ; but this time your grandfather had set his 
heart on taking me out before everybody, and you know, he 
had to have his way. As sure as I live, Harry, the first man I 
saw was John Cholmondeley, just as white as a ghost — they 
said he had been drinking hard and gambling pretty nearly the 
whole of these two months. He wouldn't come near me. He 
wouldn't take the least notice of me. The whole night he 
pretended to be vastly gay and merry ; he danced with every- 
body; but his eyes never came near me. Well, you know 
what a girl is — ^that vexed me a little bit ; for there never was 
a man such a slave to a woman as he was to me — dear, dear, 
the way my father used to laugh at him, until he got wild with 
anger. Well, I went up to him at last, when he was by himself, 
and I said to him, just in a careless way, you know, * John, 
aren't you going to dance with me to-night?* Well, do you 
know, his face got quite white again ; and he said — I remember 
the very words, all as cold as ice — ' Madam,* says he, * I am 
glad to find that your hurried trip to Scotland has impaired 
neither your good looks nor your self-command' Wasn't it 
cruel of him ? — but then, poor fellow, he had been badly used, 
I admit that. Poor young fellow, he never did marry; and I 
don't believe he ever forgot me to his d3dng day. Mam^ -^ 
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time I'd like to have told him all about it ; and how there was 
no use in my marrying him if I liked another man better; but 
though we met sometimes, especially when he came down 
about the Reform Bill time — ^and I do believe I made a red- 
hot Radical of him — he was always very proud, and I hadn't 
the heart to go back on the old story. But I'll tell you what 
your grandfather did for him — ^he got him returned at the voy 
next election, and he on the other side too ; and after a bit a 
man begins to think more about getting a seat in Parliament 
than about courting an empty-headed girl. I have met this 
Mr. Roscorla, haven't I ? " 

" Of course you have." 

" A good-looking man rather, with a fresh complexion ;and 
grey hair ? " 

" I don't know what you mean by good looks," said Trelyon^ 
shortly. " I shouldn't think people would call him an Adonis. 
But there's no accounting for tastes." 

" Perhaps I may have been mistaken," the old lady said; 
" but there was a gentleman at Plymouth Station who seemed 
to be something like what I can recall of Mr. Roscorla— you 
didn't see him, I suppose." 

"At Plymouth Station, grandmother?" the youmg man 
said, becoming rather uneasy. 

"Yes. He got into the train just as we came up. A 
neatly-dressed man, grey hair, and a healthy-looking fece— I 
must have seen him somewhere about here before." 

" Roscorla is in Jamaica," said Trelyon, positively. 

Just at this moment the train slowed into Launceston Station, 
and the people began to get out on the platform. 

" That is the man I mean," said the old lady. 

Trelyon turned and stared. There, sure enough, was Mr. 
Roscorla, looking not one whit different from the precise, 
elderly, fresh-coloured gentleman who had left Cornwall some 
seven months before. 
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" Good Lord, Harry," said the old lady, nervously looking 
at her grandson's face, " don't have a fight here I " 

The next second Mr. Roscorla wheeled round, anxious 
about some luggage, and how it was his turn to stare in 
astonishment and anger — anger, because he had been told that 
Harry Trelyon never came near Cornwall, and his first sudden 
suspicion was that he had been deceived. All this had hap- 
pened in a minute. Trelyon was the first to regain his self- 
command. He walked deliberately forward, held out his hand, 
and said — 

"Hillo, Roscorla; back in England again? I didn't know 
you were coming." 

" No," said Mr. Roscorla, with his face grown just a trifle 
greyer, " no, I suppose not" 

In point of fact he had not informed any one of his 
coming. He had prepared a little surprise. The chief motive 
of his return was to get Wenna to cancel for ever that unlucky 
letter of release he had sent her, which he had done more or 
less successfully in subsequent correspondence ; but he had 
also hoped to introduce a little romanticism into his meeting 
with her. He would enter Eglosilyan on foot He would 
wander down to the rocks at the mouth of the harbour, on the 
chance of findmg Wenna there. Might he not hear her hum- 
ming to herself, as she sat and sewed, some snatch of ** Your 
Polly has never been false, she declares " — or was that the very 
last ballad in the world she would now think of singing? Then 
the delight of regarding again the placid, bright face and earnest 
eyes, of securing once more a perfect imderstanding between 
them, and their glad return to the inn. 

All this had been spoiled by the appearance of this young 
man : he loved him none the more for that 

"I suppose you haven't got a trap waiting for you?" said 
Treylon, with cold politeness. ** I can drive you over, if you 
like." 
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He could do no less than make the offer ; the other had no 
alternative but to accept Old Mrs. Trelyon heard this ccmd- 
pact made with considerable dread. 

Indeed, it was a dismal drive over to Eglosilyan, bright as 
the forenoon was. The old lady did her best to be courteous 
to Mr. Roscorla and cheerful with her grandson ; but she was 
oppressed by the belief that it was only her presence that had 
so far restrained the two men from giving vent to the rage and 
jealousy that filled their hearts. The conversation kept up was 
singular. 

"Are you going to remain in England long, Roscork?* 
said the younger of the two men, making an unnecessary cut at 
one of the two horses he was driving. 

" Don't know yet Perhaps I may." 

" Because," said Trelyon, with angry impertinence " I sup- 
pose if you do you'll have to look round for a housekeeper.* 

The insinuation was felt ; and Roscorla's eyes looked any- 
thing but pleasant as he answered — 

" You forget I've got Mrs. Cornish to look s^er my house.' 

" Oh, Mrs. Cornish is not much of a companion for you." 

"Men seldom want to make companions of their house- 
keepers," was the retort, uttered rather hotly. 

''But sometimes they wish to have the two offices comtxndi 
for economy's sake." 

At this jimcture Mrs. Trelyon struck in, somewhat wildly^ 
with a remark about an old ruined house, which seemed to 
have had at one time a private still inside : the danger was 
staved ofif for the moment 

" Harry," she said, "mind what you are about; the hones 
-seem very fresh." 

" Yes, they like a good run ; I suspect the/ve had predoQS 
little to do since I left Cornwall." 

Did she fear that the young man was determined to flnow 
th&Dd into a ditch ox dovm a precipice, with the wild desiie 
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of killing his rival at any cost? If she had known the whole 
state of affairs between them — the story of the emerald ring, 
for example — ^she would have understood at least the difficulty 
experienced by these two men in remaining decently civil 
towards each other. 

So they passed over the high and wide moors, until far 
ahead they caught a glimpse of the blue plain of the sea. Mr. 
Roscorla relapsed into silence; he was becoming a trifle 
nervous. He was probably so occupied with anticipations of 
his meeting with Wenna that he failed to notice the objects 
around him — ^and one of these, now become visible, was a very 
handsome young lady, who was coming smartly along a wooded 
lane, carrying a basket of bright-coloured flowers. 

" Why, here's Mabyn Rosewame. I must wait for her.'' 

Mabyn had seen at a distance Mrs. Trelyon's grey horses ; 
she guessed that the young master had come back, and that he 
had brought some strangers with him. She did not like to be 
stared at by strangers. She came along the path, with her eyes 
fixed on the groimd ; she thought it impertinent of Harry Trel- 
yon to wait to speak to her. 

" Oh, Mabyn," he cried, "you must let me drive you home ! 
And let me introduce you to my grandmother. There is some 
one else whom you know." 

The young lady bowed to Mrs. Trelyon ; then she stared, 
and changed colour somewhat, when she saw Mr. Roscorla ; 
then she was helped up into a seat 

"How do you do, Mr. Trelyon?" she said. "I am very 
glad to see you have come back. How do you do, Mr. 
Roscorla ? " 

She shook hands with them both, but not quite in the same 

fashion. 

"And you have sent no message that you were coming?'* 
she said, looking her companion straight in the face. 

"No — ^no, I did not," he said, angry and exEiX»xi:dssid^.\s^ 
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the open enmity of the girL ^' I thought I should surprise yoa 
aU '' 

" You have surprised me, any way," said Mabjm, " for how 
can you be so thoughtless ? Wenna has been very ill — ^I tdl 
you, she has been very ill indeed, though she has said little 
about it, and the least thing upsets her. How can you think of 
frightening her so ? Do you know what you are doing ? I 
wish you would go away back to Laimceston, or London, and 
write her a note there, if you are coming, instead of trying to 
fnghten her ! " 

This was the language, it appeared to Mr, Roscoria, of 
a virago ; only viragos do not ordinarily have tears in their 
eyes, as was the case with Mabyn, when she finished her 
indignant appeaL 

" Mr. Trelyon, do you think it is fair to go and frig^ 
Wenna so ? *' she demanded. 

" It is none of my business," Trelyon answered, with an air 
as if he had said to his rival, " Yes, go and kill the girl ! Yott 
are a nice sort of gentleman, to come down from London to 
kiU the girl!" 

" This is absurd," said Mr. Roscoria, contemptuously, for 
he was stung into reprisal by the persecution of these two; 
" a girl isn't so easily frightened out of her wits. Why, she 
must have known that my coming home was at any time 
probable." 

"I have no doubt she feared that it was," said Mabyn, 
partly to herself : for once she was afraid of speaking out 

Presently, however, a brighter light came over the giifs 
face. 

"Why, I quite forgot," she said, addressing Harry Trelyon; 
" I quite forgot that Wenna was just going up to Trelyon Hall 
when I left. Of course, she will be up there. You will be 
able to tell her that Mr. Roscoria has arrived, won't you ? " 

The malice of this su^estion was so apparent thft ^ the 



THE EXILE'S RETURN. 317 

young gentleman in front could not help grinning at it; for- 
tunately, his face could not be seen by his rival. What he 
thought of the whole arrangement can only be imagined. 

And so, as it happened, Mr. Roscorla and his friend Mabyn 
were dropped at the inn ; while Harry Trelyon drove his grand- 
mother up and on to the Hall. 

" Well, Harry," the old lady said, " I am glad to be able 
to breathe at last ; I thought you two were going to kill each 
other." 

"There is no fear of that," the young man said; "that 
is not the way in which this affair has to be settled. It is 
entirely a matter for her decision — ^and look how everything is 
in his favour. I am not even allowed to say a word to her ; 
and even if I could, he is a deal cleverer than me in argument. 
He would argue my head off in half-an-hour." 

"But you don't turn a girPs heart round by argument, 
Harry. When a girl has to choose between a young lover and 
an elderly one, it isn't always good sense that directs her 
choice. Is Miss Wenna Rosewame at all like her sister ? " 

"She's not such a tomboy," he said; "but she is quite as 
straightforward, and proud, and quick to tell you what is the 
right thing to do. There's no sort of shamming tolerated by 
these two girls. But then Wenna is gentle, and quieter, and 
more soft and lovable than Mabyn — in my fancy, you know ; 
and she is more humorous and clever, so that she never gets 
into those schoolgirl rages. But it is really a shame to com- 
pare them like that ; and, indeed, if any one said the least 
thing against one of these girls, the other would precious soon 
make him regret the day he was bom. You don't catch me 
doing that with either of them ; I've had a warning already, 
when I hinted that Mabyn might probably manage to keep her 
husband in good order. And so she would, I believe, if the 
husband were not of the right sort ; but when she is really fond 
of anybody, she becomes their slave out-and-OMt* TV^^t^ S& 
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nothing she wouldn't do for her sister ; and her sister thinb 
there's nobody in the world like Mabyn. So you see " 

He stopped in the middle of this sentence. 

" Grandmother," he said, almost in a whisper, " here she is 
coming along the road." 

" Miss Rosewame ? " 

" Yes : shall I introduce you? ^ 

« If you like." 

Wenna was coming down the steep road, between the higb 
hedges, with a small girl on each side of her, whom she was 
leading by the hand. She was gaily talking to them; yoa 
could hear the children laughing at what she said. Old Mis. 
Trelyon came to the conclusion that this merry yoimg lady, 
with the light and free step, the careless talk, and fresh colour 
in her face, was certainly not dying of any love-affair. 

" Take the reins, grandmother, for a minute." 

He had leapt down into the road, and was standing before 
her, almost ere she had time to recognize him. For a moment 
a quick gleam of gladness shone on her face ; then, almost 
instinctively, ^e seemed to shrink from him, and she w^ re- 
served, distant, and formal 

He introduced her to the old lady, who said something nice 
to her about her sister. The yoimg man was looking wistfiiDj 
at her, troubled at heart that she treated him so coldly. 

"I have got to break some news to you/' he said; "per- 
haps you will consider it good news." 

She looked up quickly. 

"Nothing has happened to anybody — only some one has 
arrived. Mr. Roscorla is at the inn." 

She did not flinch. He was vexed with her that she showed 
no sign of fear or dislike. On the contrary, she quickly said 
that she must then go down to the iim ; and she bade tiieB 
both good-bye, in a placid and ordinary way ; while he droft | 
off, with dark thoughts crowding into his imagination of irttf^. 
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might happen down at the inn during the next few days. He 
was angry with her, he scarcely knew why. 

Meanwhile Wenna, apparently quite calm, went on down 
the road; but there was no more laughing in her voice, no 
more light in her face. 

" Miss Wenna," said the smaller of the two children, who 
could not understand this change, and who looked up with big^ 
wondering eyes, "why does 00 tremble so ? " 
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CHAPTER XXXIIL 



SOME OLD FRIENDS. 



When they heard that Wenna was coming down the road they 
left Mr. Roscorla alone : lovers like to have their meetings and 
partings unobserved. 

She went into the room, pale and yet firm — ^there was even 
a sense of gladness in her heart that now she must know Ac 
worst What would he say? How would he receive her? She 
knew that she was at his mercy. 

Well, Mr. Roscorla at this moment was angry enough, for 
he had been deceived and trifled with in his absence, but he 
was also anxious, and his anxiety caused him to conceal his 
anger. He came forward to her with quite a pleasant look on 
his face ; he kissed her and said — 

" Why, now, Wenna, how frightened you seem ! Did yon 
think I was going to scold you ? No, no, no — I hope there is 
no necessity for that. I am not unreasonable, or over-exactinft 
as a younger man might be ; I can make allowances. Of course 
I can't say I liked what you told me, when I first heard of it; 
but then I reasoned with myself: I thought of your lonely 
position ; of the natural liking a girl has for the attention of a 
joung man ; of the possibility of any one going thoughtlessly 
wrong. And really I see no great harm done. A passing 
fancy — ^that is all.'* 

"Oh, I hope that is so!" she cried suddenly, with a 
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pathetic earnestness of appeal " It is so good of you, so 
generous of you to speak like that ! " 

For the first time she ventured to raise her eyes to his face. 
They were full of gratitude. Mr. Roscorla complimented him- 
self on his knowledge of women j a younger man would have 
flo^vn into a fury. 

" Oh dear, yes, Wenna ! " he said lightly, " I suppose all 

girls have their fancies stray a littlQ bit from time to time ; but 

is there any harm done ? None whatever ! There is nothing 

like marriage to fix the affections, as I hope you will discover 

ere long — the sooner the better, indeed. Now we will dismiss 

all those unpleasant matters we have been writing about." 

tS " Then you do forgive me ? You are not really angry with 

tf me?" she said; and then, finding a welcome assurance in 

his face, she gratefully took his hand and touched it with her 

-K^ lips. 

^ This little act of graceful submission quite conquered Mr. 

■K Roscorla, and definitely removed all lingering traces of anger 

from his heart He was no longer acting clemency when he 

>0 said — with a slight blush on his forehead : — 

^ " You know, Wenna, I have not been firee firom blame 

^ either. That letter — it was merely a piece of thoughtless 

:<! anger ; but still it was very kind of you to consider it cancelled 

and withdrawn when I asked you. Well, I was in a bad 

\ temper at that time. You cannot look at things so philo- 

^ sophically when you are far away from home ; you feel yourself 

4 so helpless ; and you think you are being unfairly How- 

0"; ever, not another word ! Come, let us talk of all your affairs, 
3( and 'all the work you have done since I left." 
H. It was a natural invitation ; and yet it revealed in a moment 
gf the hoUo^vness of the apparent reconciliation between them. 
l|i What chance of mutual confidence could there be between 
^ these two ? 

He asked Wenna if she had been busy in his absence \ axvd 
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tiie thoogfat inmiediately occurred to him that she had had at 
least sufficient leisure to go walking about with young Trdyoa 

He asked her about the Sewing Club ; and she stumbled 
into the admission that Mr. Trdyon had presented that associa- 
tion with six sewing-machines. 

Always Trelyon — always the recurrence of that uneasy con- 
sciousness of past events, which divided these two as completely 
as the Atlantic had done. It was a strange meeting, after that 
long absence. 

"It is a curious thing," he said, radier desperately, "how 
marriage makes a husband and wife sure of each other. 
Anxiety is all over then. We have near us, out in Jamaica, 
several men whose wives and families are here in England; 
and they accept their exile there as an ordinary conunerdal 
necessity. But then they put their whole minds into dieir 
work ; for they know that when they return to England they will 
find their wives and families just as they left them. Of course 
in the majority of cases, the married men there have taken 
their wives out with them. Do you fear a loi^ sea-voyage 
Wenna?" 

I don't know," she said, rather starded. 
You ought to be a good sailor, you know.* 

She said nothing to diat : she was looking down, dreading 
what was coming. 

" I am sure you must be a good sailor. I have heard of 
many of your boating adventures. Weren't you rather fond, 
some years ago, of going out at night with the Lundy pOots ? * 

"I have never gone a long voyage in a large vessel," 
Wenna said, rather faintly. 

" But if there was any reasonable object to be gained, an 
ordinary sea-voyage would not frighten you ? ** 
Perhaps not" 

And they have really ver}- good steamers going to the West 
Indies." 
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*' Oh, indeed." 

" First-rate ! You get a most comfortable cabin.** 

" I thought you rather — in your description of it — in your 
first letter " 

" Oh," said he, hurriedly and lightly (for he had been claim- 
ing sympathy on account of the discomfort of his voyage out), 
" perhaps I made a little too much of that. Besides, I did not 
make a proper choice in time. One gains experience in such 
matters. Now, if you were going out to Jamaica, I should see 
that you had every comfort" 

" But you don't wish me to go out to Jamaica ? " she said, 
almost retreating from him. 

" Well," said he, with a smile, for his only object at present 
was to familiarize her with the idea, " I don't particularly wish 
it, unless the project seemed a good one to you. You see, 
Wenna, I find that my stay there must be longer than I ex- 
pected. When I went out at first the intention of my partners 
and myself was that I should merely be on the spot to help our 
manager by agreeing his accouhts at the moment, and imder- 
taking a lot of work of that sort, which otherwise would have 
consumed time in correspondence. I was merely to see the 
whole thing well started, and then return. But now I find that 
my superintendence may be needed there for a long while. 
Just when everything promises so well, I should not like to 
imperil all our chances simply for a year or two." 

" Oh no, of course not," Wenna said : she had no objection 
to his remaining in Jamaica for a year or two longer than he 
had intended. 

"That being so," he continued, "it occurred to me that 
perhaps you might consent to our marriage before I leave 
England again; and that, indeed, you might even make up 
your mind to try a trip to Jamaica. Of course, we should have 
considerable spells of holiday, if you thought \t ^^s» ^<stf^ 
while coming home for a short time. 1 a'ssvix^ ^onv, ^^xxnr^x^^ 
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find the place delightful — far more delightful than anything I 
told you in my letters, for I'm not very good at describing 
things. And there is a fair amount of society." 

He did not prefer the request in an impassioned manner. 
On the contrary, he merely felt that he was satisfying himself 
by carrying out an intention he had formed on his voyage 
home. If, he had said to himself, Wenna and he became 
friends, he would at least suggest to her that she might put an 
end to all further suspense and anxiety by at once marrying 
him and accompanying him to Jamaica. 

" What do you say ? " he said, with a friendly smile. " Or 
have I frightened you too much ? Well, let us drop the subject 
altogether for the present." 

Wenna breathed again. 

" Yes," said he, good-naturedly, " you can think over it 
In the mean time do not harass yourself about that or anything 
else. You know, I have come home to spend a holiday." 

"And won't you come and see the others? " said Wenna» 
rising, with a glad look of relief on her face. 

" Oh yes, if you like," he said ; and then he stopped shor% 
and an angry gleam shot into his eyes. 

" Wenna, who gave you that ring ? " 

" Oh, Mabyn did," was the frank reply ; but all the same 
Wenna blushed hotly, for that matter of the emerald ring had 
not been touched upon. 

" Mabyn did? " he repeated, somewhat suspiciously. **Slie 
must have been in a generous mood." 

"When you know Mabyn as well as I do, you will find cat 
that she always is," said Miss Wenna, quite cheerfully ; she was 
indeed in the best of spirits to find that this dreaded interview 
had not been so very frightful after all, and that she had done 
no mortal injury to one who had placed his happiness in her 
hands. 

When Mr. Roscorla, some time after, set out to walk bf 
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himself up to Basset Cottage, whither his Juggage had been 
sent before him, he felt a little tired. He was not accustomed 
to violent emotions; and that morning he had gone through a 
good deal His anger and anxiety had for long been fighting 
for mastery ; and both had reached their climax that morning. 
On the one hand, he wished to avenge himself for the insult 
paid him, and to show that he was not to be trifled with ; on 
the other hand, his anxiety lest he should be unable to make 
up matters with Wenna, led him to put an unusual value upon 
her. What was the result, now that he had definitely won her 
back to himself? What was the sentiment that followed on 
these jarring emotions of the morning ? 

To tell the truth, a little disappointment Wenna was not 
looking her best when she entered the room ; even now he 
remembered that the pale face rather shocked him. She was 
more — insignificant, perhaps, is the best word — than he had ex- 
pected. Now that he had got back the prize which he thought 
he had lost, it did not seem to him, after all, to be so wonderful. 

And in this mood he went up and walked into the pretty 
little cottage which had once been his home. "What?" he 
said to himself, looking in amazement at the small old-fashioned 
parlour, and at th^ still smaller study, filled with books, " is it 
possible that I ever proposed to myself to live and die in a 
hole like this ? — my only companion a cantankerous old fool of 
a woman, my only occupation reading the newspapers, my only 
society the good folks of the inn ? " 

He thanked (jod he had escaped. His knocking about 
the world for a bit had opened up his mind. The possibility 
of his having in time a handsome income had let in upon him 
many new and daring ambitions. 

His housekeeper, having expressed her grief that she had 
just Tposted some letters to him, not knowing that he was 
returning to England, brought in a number of small passbooks 
and a large sheet of blue paper. 
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"If yii hain't too tired, zor, vor to look over the accounts, 
'tis all theear but the pultry that Mr. " 

" Good heavens, Mrs. Cornish !" said he, " do you think I 
am going to look over a lot of grocers' bills ? " 

Mrs. Cornish not only hinted in very plain language that 
her master had been at one time particular enough about 
grocers' bills, and all other bills, however trifling, but further 
proceeded to give him a full and minute account of the various 
incidental expenses to which she had been put through young 
Penny Luke having broken a window by flinging a stone from 
the road ; through the cat having knocked down the best tea- 
pot ; through the pig having got out of its sty, gone ntiad, and 
smashed a cucumber-frame; and so forth, and so forth. In 
desperation, Mr. Roscorla got up, put on his hat, and weit 
outside, leaving her at once astonished and indignant over his 
want of interest in what at one time had been his only care. 

Was this, then, the place in which he had chosen to spend 
the rest of his life> without change, without movement, witiiout 
interest? It seemed to him at the moment a living tomb. 
There was not a human being within sight Far away oot 
there lay the grey-blue sea — a plain without a speck on it 
The great black crags at the mouth of the harbour were voice- 
less and sterile; could anything have been more bleak than 
the bare uplands on which the pale sun of an English October 
was shining ? The quiet crushed him ; there was not a nigger 
near to swear at ; nor could he, at the impulse of a moment, 
get on horseback and ride over to the busy and interesting and 
picturesque scene supplied by his faithful coolies at work. 

What was he to do on this very first day in England, for 
example ? Unpack his luggage, in which were some curiosities 
he had brought home for Wenna ? — there was too much trouble 
in that Walk about the garden and smoke a pipe as had been 
his wont? — ^he had got emancipated from these delights of 
dotage. Attack his grocers' bills ? — ^he swore by all his gods 
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that he would have nothing to do with the price of candles and 
cheese now or at any future time. The return of the exile to 
his native land had already produced a feeling of deep dis- 
appointment j when he married, he said to himself, he would 
take very good care not to sink into an oyster-like life in Eglo- 
silyan. 

About a couple of hours after, however, he was reminded 
that Eglosilyan had its small measure of society, by the receipt 
of a letter from Mrs. Trelyon, who said she had just heard of 
his arrival, and hastened to ask him whether he would dine at 
the Hall not next evening but the following one, to meet two 
old friends of his. General and Lady Weekes, who were there 
on a brief visit 

"And I have written to ask Miss Rosewame," Mrs. Trelyon 
continued, " to spare us the same evening, so that we hope to 
have you both. Perhaps you will kindly add your entreaties 
to mine." 

The friendly intention of this postscript was evident ; and 
yet it did not seem to please Mr. Roscorla. This Sir Percy 
Weekes had been a friend of his fathers; and when the 
younger Roscorla was a young man about town. Lady Weekes 
had been very kind to him, and had nearly got him married 
once or twice. There was a great contrast between those days 
and these. He hoped the old gentleman would not be tempted 
to come and visit him at Basset Cottage. 

"Oh, Wenna," said he carelessly, to her next morning, 
"Mrs. Trelyon told me she had asked you to go up there to- 
morrow evening." 

" Yes," Wenna said, looking rather imcomfortable. Then 
she added, quickly, " Would it displease you if I did not go ? 
I ought to be at a children's party at Mr. Trewhella's." 

This was precisely what Mr. Roscorla wanted; but he 
said — 

" You must not be shy, Wenna. However, please yourself; 
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you need have no fear of vexing me. But I must go ; for the 
Weekeses are old friends of mine." 

" They stayed at the inn two or three days in May last," sdd 
Wenna, innocently. "They came here by chance and foimd 
Mrs. Trelyon from home." 

Mr. Roscorla seemed startled. 

" Oh," said he. " Did they— did they— ask for me ? " 

" Yes, I believe they did," Wenna said. 

" Then you told them," said Mr. Roscorla, with a pleasan: 
smile, "you told them, of course, why you were the best person 
in the world to give them information about me ? " 

" Oh, dear, no," said Wenna, blushing hotly, " they spoke to 
Jennifer." 

" Mr. Roscorla felt himself rebuked. It was George Rose- 
wame's express wish that his daughters should not be 
approached by strangers visiting the inn as if they were 
oflftcially coimected with the place ; Mr. Roscorla should have 
remembered that inquiries would be made of a servant. 

But, as it happened, Sir Percy and his wife had really made 
the acquaintance of both Wenna and Mabyn on their chance 
visit to Eglosilyan ; and it was of these two girls they were 
speaking when Mr. Roscorla was announced in Mrs. Trelyon^s 
drawing-room the following evening. The thin, wiry, white- 
moustached old man, who had wonderfully bright eyes and a 
great vivacity of spirits for a veteran of seventy-four, was stand- 
ing in front of the fire, and declaring to everybody that two such 
well-accomplished, smart, talkative, and ladylike young women 
he had never met with in his life. 

" What did you say the name was, my dear Mrs. Trelyon? 

Rosewame, eh ? — Rosewame? A good old Cornish name as 

good as yoiu^, Roscorla. So they're called Rosewame — Gad, if 
her august ladyship there wants to appoint a successor, I'm 
willing to let her choice fall on one o' these two girls." 

Her august ladyship — a dark and silent old woman of ei^ty 
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— did not like, in the first place, to be called her august lady- 
ship, and did not relish either having her death talked of as a 
joke. 

" Roscorla, now — Roscorla — there's^a good chance for you, 
eh?" continued the old General. "We never could get you 
married,, you know — ^wild young dog. Don't ye know the 
girls ?" 

" Oh yes. Sir Percy,** Mr. Roscorla said, with no great good 
will ; then he turned to the fire and began to warm his hands. 

There was a tall young gentleman standing there who, in 
former days, would have been delighted to cry out on such an 
occasion, " Why, Roscorla's going to marry one of 'em." He 
remained silent now. 

He was very silent, too, throughout the evening; and almost 
anxiously civil towards Mr. Roscorla. He paid great attention . 
when the latter was describing to the company at table the 
beauties of West Indian scenery, the delights of West Indian 
life, the change that had come over the prospects of Jamaica 
since the introduction of coolie labour, and the fashion in which 
the rich merchants of Cuba were setting about getting planta- 
tions there for the growth of tobacco. Mr. Roscorla spoke with 
the air of a man who now knew what the world was. When the 
old General asked him if he were coming back to live in Eglo- 
silyan after he had become a millionaire, he laughed, and said 
that one's coffin. came soon enough without one's rushing to 
meet it. No ; when he came back to England finally, he would 
live in London ; and had Sir Percy still that old walled-in house 
in Brompton? 

Sir Percy paid less heed to these descriptions of Jamaica 
than Harry Trelyon did, for his next neighbour was old Mrs. 
' Trelyon, and these two venerable flirts were talking of old 
acquaintances and old times at Bath and Cheltenham, and of 
the celebrated beauties, wits, and murderers of other days, in a 
manner which her silent ladyship did not at all seem to approve. 
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The General was bringing out all his old-fashioned gallantry — 
compliments, easy phrases in French, polite attentions; his 
companion began to use her fan with a coquettish grace, and 
was vastly pleased when a reference was made to her celebrated 
flight to Gretna Green. 

"Ah, Sir Percy," she said, "the men were men in those 
dajrs, and the women women, I promise you ; no beating about 
the bush, but the fair word given, and the fair word taken ; and 
then a broken head for whoever should interfere, father, uncle, 
or brother, no matter who ; and you know our family. Sir Percy, 
our femily were among the worst " 

"I tell you what, madam," said the General, hotly, "your 
family had among 'em the handsomest women in the west of 
England — ^and the handsomest men, /too, by Gad ! Do you 
remember Jane Swanhope — the Fair Maid of Somerset they 
used to call her — that married the fellow living down Yeovil 
way, who broke his neck in a steeplechase ? " 

" Do I remember her ? " said the old lady. " She was one of 
my bridesmaids when they took me up to London to get 
married properly after I came back ! She was my cousin on 
the mother's side ; but they were connected with the Trelyons, 
too. And do you remember old John Trelyon of Polkerris ; 
and did you ever see a man straighter in the back than he was, 
at seventy-one, when he married his second wife — ^that was at 
Exeter, I think. But there now, you don't find such men and 
women in these times ; and do you know the reason of that, 
Sir Percy ? I'll tell you ; if s the doctors. The doctors can 
keep all the sickly ones alive now; before it was only the strong 
ones that lived. Dear, dear me, when I hear some of those 
London women talk — ^it is nothing but a catalogue of illnesses 
and diseases. No wonder they should say in church, * There is 
no health in us ; ' every one of them has something the matter, 
even the young girls, poor things ; and pretty mothers they're 
likely to make I They're a misery to themselves ; they'll bring 
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miserable things into the world; and all because the doctors 
have become so clever in pulling sickly people through. That's 
my opinion, Sir Percy. The doctors are responsible for five- 
sixths of all the suffering you hear of in families, either through 
illness or the losing of one's fiiends and relatives." 

" Upon my word, madam," the General protested, "you use 
the doctor badly. He is blamed if he kills people, and he is 
blamed if he keeps them alive. What is he to do ? " . 

" Do ? He can't help saving the sickly ones now," the old 
lady admitted ; " for relatives will have it done, and they know 
he can do it; but it's a great misfortune, Sir Percy, thafs what 
it is, to have all these sickly creatures growing up to intermarry 
into the good old families that used to be famous for their 
comeliness and strength. There was a man, yes, I remember 
him well, that came from Devonshire — he was a man of good 
family, too, and they made such a noise about his wrestling. 
Said I to myself, wrestling is not a fit amusement for gentlemen, 
but if this man comes up to our country, there's one or other of 
the Trelyons will try his mettle. And well I remember saying 
to my eldest son George — you remember when he was a young 
man. Sir Percy, no older than his own son there — * George,' I 
said, * if this Mr. So-and-so comes into these parts, mind you 
have nothing to do with him; for wrestling is not fit for gentle- 
men.' *A11 right, mother,' said he; but he laughed, and I 
knew what the laugh meant. My dear Sir Percy, I tell you 
the man hadn't a chance — I heard of it all afterwards. George 
caught him up, before he could begin any of his tricks, and 
flung him on to the hedge — and there were a dozen more in 
our family who could have done it, I'll be bound." 

" But then, you know, Mrs. Trelyon," Mr. Roscorla ventured 
to say, " physical strength is not everything that is needed. If 
the doctors were to let the sickly ones die, we might be losing 
all sorts of great poets, and statesmen, and philosophers." 

The old lady turned on him. 
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"And do you think a man has to be sickly to be clever? 
No, no, Mr. Roscorla, give him better health and you give him 
a better head, thafs what we believed in the old da]^. I £uicy, 
now, there were greater men before all this coddling b^an 
than there are now, yes, I do ; and if there is a great man 
coming into the world, the chances are just as much that he'll 
be among the strong ones as among the $ickly ones — ^what do 
you think. Sir Percy ? " 

"I declare you're right, madam," said he, gallantly. 
"You've quite convinced me. Of course, some of 'em must 
go — I say, let the sickly ones go." 

"I never heard such brutal, such min-derous sentiments 
expressed in my life before," said a solemn voice ; and every 
one became aware that at last Lady Weekes had spoken. Her 
speech was the signal for universal silence, in the midst of 
which the ladies got up and left the room. 

Trelyon took his mother's place, and sent round the wine. 
He was particularly attentive to Mr. Roscorla, who was sur- 
prised. " Perhaps," thought the latter, "he is anxious to atone 
for all this bother that is now happily over." 

If the younger man was silent and pre-occupied, that was 
not the case with Mr. Roscorla, who was already assuming the 
airs of a rich person and speaking of his being unable to live 
in this district or that district of London, just as if he expected 
to purchase a lease of Buckingham Palace on his return from 
Jamaica. 

"And how are all my old friends in Hans Place, Sir Percy!" 
he cried. 

"You've been a deserter, sir, you've been a deserter for 
many a year now," the General said gaily, " but we're all willing 
to have you back again, to a quiet rubber after dinner, you 
know. Do you remember old John Thwaites ? Ah, he's gone 
now — left ;^i5o,ooo to build a hospital, and only j;^5ooo to 
his sister. The poor old woman believed some one would 
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marry her when she got the whole of her brother's money — so 
I'm told — and when the truth became known, what did she do? 
Gad, sir, she wrote a novel abusing her own brother. By the 
way, that reminds me of a devilish good thing I heard when I 
was here last — down at the inn, you know — ^whafs the name erf 
the girls I was talking about ? Well, her ladyship caught one 
of them reading a novel, and not very well pleased with it, and 
says she to the young lady, * Don't you like that book ? ' Then 
says the girl — let me see what was it? — Gad, I must go and 
ask her ladyship " 

And off he trotted to the drawing-room. He came back 
in a couple of minutes. 

" Of course," said he. " Devilish stupid of me to forget it 
'Why?' said the young lady, 'I think the author has been 
trying to keep the second commandment, for there's nothing in 
the book that has any likeness to anything in heaven above, or 
in the earth beneath, or the heavens under the earth ' " 

" The waters under the earth." 

" I mean the waters, of course. Gad, her ladyship was 
immensely tickled." 

" Which of the two young ladies was it. Sir Percy ? The 
younger, I suppose ? " said Mr. Roscorla. 

" No, no, the elder sister, of course," said Trelyon. 

"Yes, the elder one it was — the quiet one — and an un- 
common nice girl she is. Well, there's Captain Walters — the 
old sea dog — still to the fore ; and his uniform too — don't you 
remember the uniform with the red cuffs that hasn't been seen 
in the navy for a couple of centuries, I should think ! His 
son's got into Parliament now — ^gone over to the Rads, and the 
working-men, and those fellows that are scheming to get the 
land divided among themselves — ^all in the name of philosophy 
— and it's a devilish fine sort of philosophy, that is, when you 
haven't a rap in your pocket, and when you prove that every- 
body who has must give it up. He came to my house the 



334 THREE FEATHERS. 

other day, and he was jawing away about Primogeniture, and 
Entail, and Direct Taxation, and equal electoral districts, and 
I don't know what besides. * Walters,' said I, 'Walters, yotfve 
got nothing to share, and so you don't mind a general divisioa 
When you have, you'll want to stick to what's in your own 
pocket' Had him there, eh ? " 

The old general beamed and laughed over his smartness; 
he was conscious of having said something that^ in shape at 
least, was like an epigram. 

"I must rub up my acquaintance in that quarter," said 
Roscorla, "before I leave again. Fortunately, I have always 
kept up my club subscription ; and you'll come and dine wiA 
me. Sir Percy, won't you, when I get to town ? " 

"Are you going to town? " said Trelyon quickly. 

" Oh yes, of course." 

"When?" 

The question was abrupt, and it made Roscorla look at the 
young man as he answered. Trelyon seemed to hiiri to be very 
much harassed about something or other. 

"Well, I suppose in a week or so ; I am only home for a 
holiday, you know." 

" Oh, you'll be here for a week ?" said the young man, sub- 
missively. " When do you think of returning to Jamaica ? " 

" Probably at the beginning of next month. Fancy leaving 
England in November — just at the most hideous time of the 
year — and in a week or two getting out into sununer again, 
with the most beautiful climate, and foHage, and what not^ all 
around you ! I can tell you a man makes a great mistake who 
settles down to a sort of vegetable life anywhere — you don't 
catch me at that again." 

"There's some old women," observed the General, lAo 
was so anxious to show his profundity diat he quite foigot the 
invidious character of the comparison, " who are just like trees 
much below the ground as above it — isn't that tm^ di? 
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They're a deal more at home among the people they have 
buried than among those that are alive. I don't say thaf s 
your case, Roscorla. You're comparatively a young man yet 
— youVe got brisk health — I don't wonder at your liking to 
knock about As for you, young Trelyon, what do you mean 
to do ? " 

Harry Trelyon started. 

" Oh," said he, with some confusion, " I have no immediate 
plans. Yes, I have — don't you know I have been cramming 
for the Civil Service examinations for first commissions ? " 

"And what the devil made the War Oflftce go to those 
civilians ? " muttered the General 

"And if I pull through, I shall want all your influence to 
get me gazetted to a good regiment Don't they often shunt 
you on to the First or Second West Indians ? " 

"And you've enough money to back you too," said the 
General. " I tell you what it is, gentlemen, if they abolish the 
purchase of commissions in the army — and they're always 
talking about it — they don't know what they'll bring about 
They'll have two sets of officers in the army — ^men with money, 
who like a good mess, and live far beyond their pay, and men 
with no money at all, who've got to live on their pay, and how 
can they afford the regimental mess out of that ? But Parlia- 
ment won't stand it, you'll see. The War Minister '11 be beaten 
if he brings it on — take my word for that" 

The old General had probably never heard of a royal 
warrant and its mighty powers. 

" So you're going to be one of us ? " he said to Trelyon. 
^* Well, you've a smart figure for a uniform. You're the first 
of your side of the family to go into the army, eh ? You had 
some naval men among you, eh ? " 

"I think you'd better ask my grandmother," said young 
Trelyon, with a laugh ; " she'll tell you stories about 'em by the 
hour together." 
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" She's a wonderful woman that — b. wonderful old creature," 
said the General, just as if he were a sprightly young fellow 
talking of the oldest inhabitant of the district " She's not one 
of them that are half buried ; she's wide enough awake, I'll be 
bound. Gad, what a handsome woman she was when I saw 
her first Well, lads, let's join the ladies ; I'm none of your 
steady-going old topers. Enough's as good's a feast — ^that's 
my motto. And I can't write my name on a slate with my 
knuckles, either." 

And so they went into the large, dimly-lit, red chamber, 
where the women were having tea round the blazing fire. The 
men took various chairs about; the conversation became 
general ; old Lady Weekes feebly endeavoured to keep up her 
eyelids. In about half-an-hour or so Mrs. Trelyon happened 
to glance roimd the room. 

" Where's Harry ? " said she. 

No one apparently had noticed that Master Harry had 
disappeared. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV, 

A DARK CONSPIRACY. 

Now, when Harry Trelyon drove up to the Hall, after leaving 
Wenna Rosewame in the road, he could not tell why he was 
vexed with her. He imagined somehow that she should not 
have allowed Mr. Roscorla to come home — ^and to come home 
just at this moment, when he, Trelyon, had stolen down for a 
couple of days to have a shy look at the sweetheart who was so 
far out of his reach. She ought to have been alone. Then she 
ought not to have looked so calm and complacent on going 
away to meet Mr. Roscorla; she ought to have been afraid. 
She ought to have — in short, ever3rthing was wrong, and Wenna 
was largely to blame. 

" Well, grandmother," said he, as they drove through the 
avenue, " don't you expect every minute to flush a covey of 
parsons ? " 

He was angry with Wenna; and so he broke ort once more 
m his old vein. 

" There are worse men than the parsons, Harry," the old 
lady said. 

" I'll bet you a sovereign there are two on the doorstep." 

He would have lost. There was not a clergyman of any 
sort in or about the house. 

" Isn't Mr. Barnes here ? " said he to his mo\ki«. 
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Mrs. Trelyon flushed slightly, as she said — 

" No, Harry, Mr. Barnes is not here. Nor is he likdy to 
visit here again." 

Now Mr. Roscorla would at once have perceived what a 
strange little story lay behind that simple speech ; but Mr. 
Harry, paying no attention to it, merely said he was heartily 
glad to hear of it, and showed his gratitude by being unusually 
polite to his mother during the rest of his stay. 

"And so Mr. Roscorla has come back," his mother said 
" General Weekes was asking about him only yesterday. We 
must see if he will come up to dinner the night after to-morrow 
^and Miss Rosewame also." 

" You may ask her — ^you ought to ask her — ^but she won^t 
come," said he. 

" How do you know ? " Mrs. Trelyon said, with a gentle 
wonder. " She has been here very often of late." 

" Have you let her walk up ? " 

" No, I have generally driven down for her when I wanted 
to see her ; and the way she has been working for these people 
is extraordinary — ^never tired, always cheerful, ready to be 
bothered by anybody, and patient with their suspicions and 
simplicity, beyond belief I am sure Mr*. Roscorla will have 
an excellent wife." 

" I am not at all sure that he will," said her son, goaded past 
endurance. 

"Why, Harry," said his mother, with her eyes wide open, 
" I thought you had a great respect for Miss Rosewame." 

" I have," he said, abruptly, — " far too great a respect to like 
the notion of her marrying that old fooL" 

"Would you rather not have him to dinner ?** 

" Oh, I should like to have him to dinner.** 

For one evening, at least, this young man considered, these 
two would be separated. He was pretty sure that Roscoria 
would come to meet General Weekes ; he was positive Aat 
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Wenna would not come to the house while he himself was 
in it. 

But the notion that, except during this one evening, his 
rival would have free access to the inn, and would spend 
pleasant hours there, and would take Wenna with him for 
walks along the coast, maddened him. He dared not go down 
to the village, for fear of seeing these two together. He walked 
about the grounds, or went away over to the cliffs, torturing his 
heart with imagining Roscorla's opportunities. And once or 
twice he was on the point of going straight down to Eglosilyan, 
and calling on Wenna, before Roscorla's face, to be true to her 
own heart, and declare herself free from this old and hateftil 
entanglement. 

In these circumstances, his grandmother was not a good 
companion for him. In her continual glorification of the self- 
will of the Trelyons, and her stories of the wild deeds she had 
done, she was unconsciously driving him to some desperate 
thing, against his better judgment 

" Why, grandmother," he said, one day, " you hint that I 
am a nincompoop because I don't go and carry off that girl 
and marry her against her will. Is that what you mean by 
telling me of what the men did in former days ? Well, I can 
tell you this, that it would be a deal easier for me to try that 
than not to try it. The difficulty is in holding your hand. But 
what good would you do, after all ? The time has gone by for 
that sort of thing. I shouldn't like to have on my hands a 
woman sulking because she was married by force — besides, you 
can't do these mad freaks now — there are too many police- 
courts about" 

" By force ? No ! " the old lady said. " The girls I ^eak 
of were as glad to run away as the men, I can tell you, 
and they did it, too, when their relations were against the 
match." 

" Of course, if both he and she are agreed, the way is as 
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smooth now as it was then ; you don't need to care much for 
relations." 

"But, Harry, you don't know what a girl thinks," tlus 
dangerous old lady said. " She has her notions of duty, and 
her respect for her parents, and all that ; and if the man only 
went and reasoned with her, he would never carry the day; 
but just as she comes out of a ball-room some night, when 
she is all aglow with fun and pleasure, and ready to become 
romantic with the stars, you see, and the darkness, then just 
show her a carriage, a pair of horses, a marriage license^ 
and her own maid to accompany her, and see what will 
happen ! Why, she'll hop into the carriage like a dicky bird; 
then she'll have a bit of a cry ; and then she'll recover, and be 
mad with the delight of escaping from those behind her. That's 
how to win a girl, man ! The sweethearts of these days think 
too much, that's about it : if s all done by argument between 
them." 

" You're a wicked old woman, grandmother," said Trelyon, 
with a laugh. ^* You oughtn't to put such notions into the head 
of a well-conducted young man like me." 

" Well, you're not such a booby as you used to be, Hany," 
the old lady admitted. " Yoiu: manners are considerably im- 
proved, and there was much room for improvement. Yoa'it 
growing a good deal like your grandfather." 

"But there's no Gretna Green now-a-da)rs," said Trelyon, 
as he went outside, "so you can't expect me to be perfect, 
grandmother." 

On the first night of his arrival at Eglosil)ran he stole away 
in the darkness, down to the inn. There were no lamps in the 
steep road which was rendered all the darker by the high rocky 
bank with its rough masses of foliage ; he feared that by acci- 
dent some one might be out and meet him. But in the absohite 
silence, under the stars, he made his way down mitil he was 
near the inn ; and there, in the black shadow of the road, he 
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stood and looked at the lighted windows. Roscorla was doubt- 
less within — ^lying in an easy-chair, probably, by the fire, while 
Wenna sang her old-fashioned songs to him. He would assume 
the air of being one of the family now — only holding himself 
a little above the family. Perhaps he was talking of the house 
he meant to take when he and Wenna married. 

That was no wholesome food for reflection on which this 
young man's mind was now feeding. He stood there in the 
darkness, himself white as a ghost, while all the vague imagin- 
ings of what might be going on within the house seemed to be 
eating at his heart. This, then, was the comfort he had found, 
by secretly stealing away from London for a day or two ; he 
had arrived just in time to find his rival triumphant. 

The private door of the inn was at this moment opened ; a 
warm glow of yellow streamed out into the darkness. 

" Good-night," said some one : was it Wenna ? 

" Good-night," was the answer ; and then the figure of a 
man passed down the road. 

Trelyon breathed more freely ; at last his rival was out of 
the house. Wenna was now alone ; would she go up into her 
own room, and think over all the events of the day? And 
would she remember that he had come to Eglosilyan ; and that 
she could, if any such feeling arose in her heart, summon him 
at need? 

It was very late that night before Trelyon returned — ^he had 
gone all round by the harbour, and the cliffs, and the high- 
lying church on the hill. All in the house had gone to bed ; 
but there was a fire burning in his study ; and there were 
biscuits and wine on the table. A box of cigars stood on the 
mantelpiece. 

Apparently he was in no mood for the indolent comfort 
thus suggested. He stood for a minute or two before the fire, 
staring into it, and seeing other things than the flaming coals 
there ; then he moved about the room, in an impatient aaid 
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excited &shion ; finally, with his hand trembling a little Int, he 
sat down and wrote this note : — 

"Dear Mother, 

''The horses and carriage will be at Latmceston 
station by the first train on Saturday morning. Will you please 
send Jakes over for them ? And bid him take the borses up to 

Mr. ^'s stables, and have them fed, watered, and properly 

rested before he drives them over. 

" Your affectionate son, 

"Harry Trelyon." 

Next morning, as Mabyn Rosewame was coming l»isk]y up 
the Trevenna road carrying in her arms a pretty big parcel, she 
was startled by the appearance of a young man, who suddenly 
showed himself overhead, and then scrambled down the rocky 
bank until he stood beside her. 

" Fve been watching for you all the morning, Mab3na," said 

Trelyon. "I 1 want to speak to you. Where are yoa 

going?" 

" Up to Mr. Trewhella's. You know his granddao^ter is 
very nearly quite well again; and there is to be a great 
gathering of children there to-night to celebrate her recovery. 
This is a cake I am carrying that Werma has made hersett" 

" Is Wenna to be there ? " Trelyon said, eagerly. 

" Why, of course," said Mabvn, petulantiy. " What do you 
think the children could do without her ? " 

" Look here, Mabyn," he said. " I want to speak to yoa 
very particularly. Couldn't you just as well go round by the 
farm road? Let me carry your cake for you." 

Mabyn guessed what he vranted to speak about, and 
willingly made the circuit by a more private road leading by one 
of the upland farms. At a certain point they came to a stile; 
and here they rested. So far Trelyon had said iw^liW d 
consequence. 
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" Oh, do you know, Mr. Trelyon," Mabyn remaiked, quite 
innocently, " I have been reading such a nice book — ^all about 
Jamaica." 

" So you're interested about Jamaica, too ? " said he, rather 
bitterly. 

" Yes, much. Do you know that it is the most fearful place 
for storms in the whole world — ^the most awful hurricanes that 
come smashing down ever3iJiing and killing people. You can't 
escape if you're in the way of the hurricane. It whirls the 
roofs off the houses, and twists out the plantain trees just like 
straws. The rivers wash away whole acres of canes and swamp 
the farms. Sometimes the sea rages so that boats are carried 
right up into the streets of Kingston. There ! " 

" But why does that please you ? " 

" Why," she said, with proud indignation, " the notion of 
people talking as if they could go out to Jamaica and live for 
ever, and come back just when they please — ^it is too ridiculous ! 
Many accidents may happen. And isn't November a very bad 
time for storms? Ships often get wrecked going out to the 
West Indies, don't they ? " 

At another time Trelyon would have laughed at this blood- 
thirsty young woman ; at thi^ moment he was too serious. 

" Mabyn," said he, " I can't bear this any longer — standing 
by like a fool and looking on while another man is doing his 
best to marry Wenna: I can't go on like this any longer. 
Mabyn, when did you say she would leave Mr. Trewhella's 
house to-night ? " 

" I did not say anything about it. I suppose we shall leave 
about ten ; the young ones leave at nine." 

" You will be there ? " 

" Yes, Wenna and I are to keep order.'* 

" Nobody else with you ? " 

« No." 

He looked at her rather hesitatingly. 
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" And supposing, Mabyn," he said slowly, " supposing yo-i 
and Wenna were to leave at ten, and that it is a beautiful dear 
night, you might walk down by the wood instead of by the 
road; and then, supposing that you came out on the road 
down at the foot, and you found there a carriage and pair of 
horses " 

Mabyn began to look alarmed. 

" And if I was there," he continued, more rapidly, " and 
I said to Wenna suddenly, 'Now, Wenna, think nothing, 
but come and save yourself from this marriage ! Here is 
your sister will come with you — ^and I will drive you to 
Plymouth ' " 

" Oh, Mr. Trelyon ! " Mabyn cried, with a sudden joy in her 
face, " she would do it ! She would do it ! " 

And you, would you come too ? " he demanded. 
Yes j " the girl cried, full of excitement " And then, ^Ir. 
Trelyon, and then ? " 

" Why," he cried boldly, " up to Tx)ndon at once — ^twenty- 
four hours' start of everybody — and in London we are safe! 
Then, you know, Mabyn " 

"' Yes, yes, Mr. Trelyon ! " 

" Don't you think now that we trs'O could persuade her to a 
quick marriage — ^with a special Ucense, you know — ^you could 
persuade her, I am sure, Mabyn " 

In the gladness of her heart Mabyn felt herself at this 
moment ready to fall on the young man's neck and kiss him. 
But she was a properly conducted young person ; and so she 
rose from the big block of slate on which she had been sitting 
and managed to suppress any great intimation of her abounding 
joy. But she was very proud, all the same ; and there was a 
great finnness about her lips as she said : — 

" We will do it, Mr. Trelyon ; we will do it Do you know 
why Wenna submits to this engagement ? Because she reasons 
with her conscience, and persuades herself that it is ri^t 
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When you meet her like that, she will have no time to 
consider " 

"That is precisely what my grandmother says," Trelyon 
said, with a triumphant laugh. 

" Yes, she was a girl once," Mabyn replied, sagely. "Well, 
well, tell me all about it ! What arrangements have you made ? 
You haven't got the special license ? " 

" No," said he, " I didn't make up my mind to try this on 
till last night But the difference of a day is nothing, when you 
are with her. We shall be able to hide ourselves away pretty 
well in London, don't you think ? " 

"Of course!" cried Mabyn, confidently. "But tell me 
more, Mr. Trelyon ! What have you arranged ? What have 
you done ? " 

" What could I do until I knew whether you'd help me ? " 

"You must bring a fearfiil amount of wraps with you." 

" Certainly — more than you'll want, I know. And I shan't 
light the lamps until I hear you coming along ; for they would 
attract attention down in the valley. I should like to wait for 
you elsewhere ; but if I did that you couldn't get Wenna to 
come with you. Do you think you will even then ? " 

" Oh yes," said Mabyn cheerfully. " Nothing easier ! I 
shall tell her she's afraid ; and then she would walk down the 
face of Black Cliff. By the way, Mr. Trelyon, I must bring 
something to eat with me, and some wine — she will be so 
nervous — ^and the long journey will tire her." 

"You will be at Mr. Trewhella's, Mab)ai; you can't go 
carrying things about with you ! " 

" I could bring a bit of cake in my pocket," Mabyn sug- 
gested; but this seemed even to her so ludicrous that she 
blushed and laughed and agreed that Mr. Trelyon should bring 
the necessary provisions for the wild night-ride to Plymouth. 

" Oh, it does so please me to think of it ! " she said with a 
curious anxious excitement as well as gladness in her face ; " I 
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hope I have not forgotten to arrange anything. Let me see— 
we start at ten ; then down through the wood to the road in 
the hollow — oh, I hope there will be nobody coming along just 
then ! — then you Hght tlie lamps — then you come forward to 
persuade Wenna — ^by the way, Mr. Trelyon, where must I go? 
Shall I not be dreadfully in the way ? " 

"You? You must stand by Uie horses' heads! I shan't 
have my man with me. And yet they're not very fiery animals— 
they'll be less fiery, the imfortunate wretches, when they get to 
Plymouth." 

"At what time? ** 

"About half-past three in the morning, if we go straight on,' 
said he. 

"Do you know a good hotel there?" said the practical 
Mabya 

" The best one is by the station ; but if you sleep in the 
front of the house, you have the whistling of engines all ni^t 
long, and if you sleep in the back, you overlook a barracks^ 
and the confounded trumpeting begins about four o'clock, I 
beheve." 

"Wenna and I won't mind that — ^we shall be too tired," 
Mab)ai said. " Do you think they could give us a little hot 
cofiee when we arrive ? " 

" Oh yes ! I'll give the night-porter a sovereign a cup— 
tiien he'll offer to bring it to you in buckets. Now, don't you 
think the whole thing is beautifully arranged, Mabyn ? " 

"It is quite lovely !" the girl said joyously, " for we shall 
be oflf with the moming train to London, while Mr. Roscoria 
is pottering about Launceston station at mid-day ! Then ve 
must send a telegram from Plymouth, a fine dramatic tel^;ram; 
and my father, he will swear a fittle, but be quite cqntent, and 
my mother — do you know, Mr. Trelyon, I believe my mother 
will be as glad as anybody ! What shall we say ? — * To Mr, 
RosewarnCy Eglosilyan. We have fled. Not t/ic least gcH)d ptr* 
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suing us. May as well make up your mind to the inevitable. 
Will write to-morrow^ Is that more than the twenty words foi 
a shilling ? " 

" We shan't gradge the other shilling if it is," the young 
man said. " Now you must go on with your cake, Mabyn. I 
am off to see after the horses' shoes. Mind, as soon after ten 
as you can — ^just where the path from the wood comes into 
the main road." 

Then she hesitated, and for a second or two she remained 
thoughtful and silent ; while he was inwardly hoping that she 
was not going to draw back. Suddenly she looked up at him, 
with earnest and anxious eyes. 

" Oh, Mr. Trelyon," she said, " this is a very serious thing. 
You — ^you will be kind to our Wenna after she is married to 
you I" 

"You will see, Mabyn," he answered gently. 

"You don't know how sensitive she is," she continued, 
apparently thinking over all the possibilities of the future in a 
much graver fashion than she had done. " If you were imkind 
to her, it would kill her. Are you quite sure you won't regret 
it?" 

" Yes, I am quite sure of that," said he, " as sure as a man 
may be. I don't think you need fear my being unkind to 
Wenna. Why, what has put such thoughts into your head ? " 

" If you were to be cruel to her or indifferent," she said, 
slowly and absently, " I know that would kill her. But I know 
more than that / would kill you." 

" Mabyn," he said, quite startled, " whatever has put such 
thoughts into your head ? " 

" Why," she said, passionately, " haven't I seen already how 
a man can treat her ? Haven't I read the insolent letters he 
has sent her ? Haven't I seen her throw herself on her bed, 
beside herself with grief? And — and — ^these are things I don't 
forget, Mr. Trelyon. No, I have got a word to say to Mr. 
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Roscorla yet for his treatment of my sister — ^and I will say it 
And then " 

The proud lips were b^inning to quiver. 

"Come, come, Mabyn," said Trelyon, gently, "don't 
imagine all men are the same. And perhaps Roscorla will 
have been paid out quite sufficiently when he hears of to- 
night's work. I shan't bear him any malice after that, I know. 
Already, I confess, I feel a good deal of compunction as 
r^ards him." 

" I don't at all — I don't a bit," said Mabyn, who very quickly 
recovered herself whenever Mr. Roscorla's name was mentioned. 
" If you only can get her to go away with you, Mr. Trelyon, it 
will serve him just right Indeed, it is on his account that I 
hope you will be successfiiL I — ^I don't quite like Wenna 
running away with you, to tell you the truth — ^I would latber 
have her left to a quiet decision, and to a marriage with eveiy- 
body approving. But there is no chance of thaL This is ^ 
only thing that will save her." 

" That is precisely what I said to you," Trelyon said, eagedj, 
for he was afraid of losing so invaluable an ally. 
And you will be very, very kind to her ?" 
Fm not good at fine words, Mabyn. You'll see.** 

She held out her hand to him, and pressed his warmly. 

" I believe you will be a good husband to her ; and I know 
you will get the best wife in the whole world ! " 

She was going away when he suddenly said — 

" Mabyn ! " 

She turned. 

" Do you know," said he rather shame-facedly, " how much 
I am grateful to you for all your firank straightforward kiTujofss 
— ^and your help— and your courage " 

" No, no ! " said the young girl, good-humouredly. «* You 
make Wenna happy, and don t consider me ! " 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

UNDER THE WHITE STARS. 

During the whole glad evening Wenna had been Queen of the 
Feast, and her subjects had obeyed her with a joyous sub- 
mission. They did not take quite so kindly to Mabyn, for she 
was sharp of tongue and imperious in her ways ; but they knew 
that they could tease her eldest sister with impunity — always 
up to the well-understood line at which her authority began. 
That was never questioned. 

Then, at nine o'clock, the servants came, some on foot and 
some on dog-carts ; and presently there was a bundling up of 
tiny figures in rugs and wraps and Wenna stood at the door to 
kiss each of them and say good-bye. It was half-past nine 
when that performance was over. 

"Now, my dear Miss Wenna," said the old clergyman, 
'*you must be quite tired out with your labours. Come into 
the study — I believe the tray has been taken in there." 

" Do you know, Mr. Trewhella," said Mabyn boldly, "that 
Wenna hadn't time to eat a single bit when all those children 
were gobbling up cake. Couldn't you let her have a little bit 
— a little bit of cold meat now " 

" Dear, dear me ! " said the kind old gentleman, in the 
deepest distress, " that I should not have remembered ! " 

There was no use in Wenna protesting. In the snug little 
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study she was made to eat some supper; and if she got off 
with drinking one glass of sherry it was not through the inter- 
vention of her sister, who apparently would have had her drink 
a timibler-fulL 

It was not until a quarter past ten that the girls could get 
away. 

" Now I must see you young ladies down to the village, lest 
some one should run away with you," the old clergynian said, 
taking down his top coat. 

" Oh no, you must not — you must not, indeed, Mr. Tre- 
whella ! " Mabyn said, anxiously. " Wenna and I always go 
about by ourselves — ^and far later than this too. It is a beauti- 
ful, clear night ! Why " 

Her impetuosity made her sister smile. 

" You talk as if you would rather like to be run away witiu 
Mabyn," she said. " But indeed, Mr. Trewhella, you must 
not think of coming with us. It is quite true what Mal^ 
says." 

And so they went out into the clear darkness together; and 
the door was shut; and they found themselves in the silent 
world of the night-time, with the white stars throbbing over- 
head. Far away in the distance they coidd hear the munnnr 
of the sea. 

" Are you cold, Mabyn, that you tremble so ? ** said the 
elder sister. 

" No — only a sort of shiver in coming out into the night 
air." 

Whatever it was it was soon over. Mabjm seemed to be 
unusually cheerful. 

" Wenna," she said, " you're afraid of ghosts I *• 

" No, I'm not." 

" I know you are." 

" I'm not half as much afraid of ghosts as you are, tiiaft 
quite certain." 
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" I'll bet you you won't walk down through the wood." 

" Just now ? " 

" Yes." 

"Why, I'll not only go down through the wood, but VVL 
undertake to be home before you, though youVe a broad road 
to guide you/' 

But I did not mean you to go alone." 
Oh," said Wenna, " you propose to come with me ? Then 
it is you who are afraid to go down by yourself? Oh, Mabyn !" 

"Never mind, Wenna — ^lefs go down through the wood 
just for fun." 

So the two sisters set out, arm-in-arm ; and through some 
spirit of mischief Wenna would not speak a word. Mabyn was 
gradually overawed by the silence, the night, the loneliness of the 
road, and the solemn presence of the great living vault above 
them. Moreover, before getting into the wood, they had to 
skirt a curious little dingle, in the hollow of which are both a 
church and churchyard. Many a time the sisters had come up 
to this romantic dell in the spring-time, to gather splendid 
primroses, sweet violets, the yellow celandine, and other wild 
flowers that grow luxuriantly on its steep banks; and very pretty 
the old church looked then, with the clear simshine of April 
streaming down through the scantily-leaved trees into this 
sequestered spot. Now the deep hole was black as ni^t ; and 
they could only make out a bit of the spire of the church as it 
appeared against the dark sky. Nay, was there not a sound 
among the fallen leaves and imderwood down there, in the 
direction of the unseen graves ? 

" Some cow has strayed in there, I believe,'* said Mabyn, in 
a somewhat low voice, and she walked rather quickly until they 
got past the place and out on to the hill over the wooded 
valley. 

" Now," said Wenna, cheerfully, not wishing to have Mabyn 
put in a real fright, " as we go down I am going to tell yoa 
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something, Mabyn. How would you like to have to prepare 
for a wedding in a fortnight ? " 

Not at all !" said Mabyn promptly, even fiercely. 

Not if it was your own ? " 

No — ^why, the insult of such a request ! ^ 

According to Mabyn's way of thinking it was an insult to 
ask a girl to marry you in a fortnight, but none to insist on hei 
marrying you the day after to-morrow. 

" You think that a girl could fairly plead that as an excuse 
— ^the mere time to get one's dresses and things ready ? " 

" Certainly ! " 

" Oh, Mabyn," said Wenna, far more seriously, ** it is not of 
dresses I am thinking at all ; but I shudder to think of getting 
married just now. I could not do it I have not had enough 
time to forget what is past — and until that is done, how codd 
I marry any man? " 

" Wenna, I do love you when you talk like that ! ** her sister 
cried. " You can be so wise and reasonable when you choose! 
Of coiurse you are quite right, dear. But you don't mean to 
say he wants you to get married before he goes to Jamaica, and 
then to leave you alone ? " 

" Oh no. He wants me to go with him to Jamaica. ** 

Mab)nti uttered a short cry of alarm. 

" To Jamaica ! To take you away from the whole of us— 
why — oh, Wenna, I do hate being a girl so — for you're not 
allowed to swear — if I were a man now ! To Jamaica ! Why 
don't you know that there are hundreds of people alwa3rs beii^ 
killed there by the most frightful hurricanes, and earthquakes, 
and large serpents in the woods ? To Jamaica ? — ^no, you are 
not going to Jamaica just yet I I don't think you are going to 
Jamaica just yet ! " 

" No, indeed, I am not," said Wenna, with a quiet dedsion. 
" Nor could I think of getting married in any case at present 
But then— don't you see, Mabyn — Mr. Roscorla is just a littk 
peculiar in some ways " 
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"Yes, certainly!" 

" ^And he likes to have a definite reason for what you 

do. If I were to tell him of the repugnance I have to the 
notion of getting married just now, he would call it mere 
sentiment, and try to argue me out of it — then we should have 
a quarrel. But if, as you say, a girl may fairly refuse in point of 
time- *' 

"Now, ni tell you," said Mabyn, plainly; "no girl can get 
married properly, who hasn't six months to get ready in. She 
might manage in three or four months, for a man she was 
particularly fond of; but if it is a mere stranger — ^and a disagree- 
able person — and one who ought not to marry her at all — then 
six months is the very shortest time. Just you send Mr. 
Roscorla to me, and I'll tell him all about it" 

Wenna laughed. 

" Yes, I've no doubt you would. I think he's more afraid 
of you than of all the serpents and snakes in Jamaica." 

" Yes, and he'll have more cause to be before he's much 
older," said Mabyn, confidently. 

They could not continue their conversation just then, for 
they were going down the side of the hill, between short trees 
and bushes ; and the path was broad enough only for one, while 
there were many dark places demanding caution. 

" Seen any ghosts yet ? " Wenna called out to Mabyn, who 
was behind her. 

" Ghosts, sir ? Ay, ay, sir ! Heave away on the larboard 
beam 1 I say, Wenna, isn't it uncommon dark ? " 

" It is uncommonly dark." 

" Gentlemen always say uncommon ; and all the grammars 
are written by gentlemen. Oh, Wenna, wait a bit; I've lost my 
brooch ! " 

It was no ruse, for a wonder; the brooch had, indeed, 
dropped out of her shawl. She felt all over the dark ground 
for it, but her search was in vain. 
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" Well, here's a nice thing ! Upon my • 

Mabyn ! " 

Upon my ^trotting pony ; that was all I was going to 

say. Wenna, will you stay here for a minute ; and 111 run down 
to the foot of the hill, and get a match ?" 

" How can you get a match at the foot of the hill? YotfB 
have to go on to the inn. No, tie your handkerchief round tijc 
foot of one of the trees, and come up early in the momiog to 
looL" 

"Early in the morning? " said Mabyn. " I hope to ben 
1 mean asleep then." 

Twice she had nearly blurted out the secret ; and, it is higUf 
probable that her refusal to adopt Wenna's suggestion would 
have led her sister to suspect something, had not Wenna hersd( 
by accident, kicked against the missing brooch. As it was> tbc 
time lost by this misadventure was grievous to Mabyn, who not 
insisted on leading the way, and went along through the bushes j 
at a rattling pace. Here and there the belated wandaos 
startled a blackbird, that went shrieking its fright over to the 
other side of the valley ; but Mabyn was now too much pre- 
occupied to be unnerved. 

Keeping a look out ahead?" Wenna called. 
Ay, ay, sir! No ghosts on the weather quarter! Sh? 
drawing twenty fathoms, and the mate fast asleep. Oh, Wmn 
my hat ! " 

It had been twitched off her head by one of the branches of 
the young trees through which she was passing, and the pliant 
bit of wood, being released from the strain, had thrown it don 
into the dark bushes and briars. 

" Well, I'm — ^no, I'm not ! " said Mabyn, as she picked ^ 
the hat from among the thorns, and straightened the twisted 
feather. Then she set out again, impatient over these ddavs; 
and yet determined not to let her courage sink. 

" Land ahead yet ? " called out Wenna. 
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Ay, ay, sir; and the Lizard on our lea ! Wind S.S.W., and 
the cargo shifting a point to the east. Hurrah 1 " ^ 

" Mabyn, they'll hear you a mile off 1" 

It was certainly Mabyn's intention that she should be heard 
at least a quarter of a mile off, for now they had got down to 
the open, and they could hear the stream some way ahead of 
them, which they would have to cross. At this point Mabyn 
paused for a second to let her sister overtake her ; then they 
went on arm-in-arm. 

"Oh, Wenna,'' she said, "do you remember ^ young 
Lochinvar ' ? " 

" Of course ! " 

"Didn't you fall in love with him when you read about him? 
Now, there was somebody to fall in love with ! Don't you 
remember when he came into Netherby Hall, that 

The bride-maidens whispered^ * *Twere better by far 

To have matched our fair cousin with young Lochinvar I* 

And then you know, Wenna — 

One touch to her handy and one word in her ear, 

When they reached the hall-door, and the charger stood near ; 

So light to the croupe the fair lady he swung. 

So light to the saddle before her he sprung ! 

* She is won 1 we are gone — ffver bank, bush^ and scaur I 

They^ll have fleet steeds that follow,^ quoth young Lochinvar, 

That was a lover now 1 " 

" I think he was a most impertinent young man," said 
Wenna. 

" I rather like a young man to be impertinent," said Mabyn, 
boldly. 

" Then there won't be any difficulty about fitting you with a 
husband," said Wenna with a light laugh. 

Here Mabyn once more went on ahead, picking her steps 
through the damp grass as she made her way down to the 
stream. Wenna was still in the highest of spirits. 
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" Walking the plank ye^ boatswain ? " she called out 

" Not yet, sir," Mabyn called in return. " Ship wearing 
round on the leeward tack, and the waves running mountains 
high. Don't you hear 'em, captain ? " 

" Look out for the breakers, boatswain ! " 

"Ay, ay, sir. All hands on deck to man the captain's gig! 
Belay away there ! Avast ! Mind, Wenna; here's the bridge!" 

Crossing over that single plank, in the dead of the night, 
was a sufficiently dangerous experiment ; but both these young 
ladies had had plenty of experience in keeping their wits about 
them in more perilous places. 

" AVhy are you in such a hurry, Mabyn ? " Wenna said, 
when they had crossed 

Mabyn did not know what to answer, she was very much 
excited ; and inclined to talk at random merely to cover her 
anxiety. She was now very late for the appointment, and who 
could tell what unfortunate misadventure Harry Trelyon might 
have met with ? 

" Oh, I don't know," she said. " Why don't you admire 
young Lochinvar ? Wenna, you're like the Lacedaemons." 

" Like the what ? " 

" Like the Lacedaemons, that were neither cold nor hot 
Why don't you admire young Lochinvar ? " 

" Because he was interfering with another man's property.^ 

" That man had no right to her," said Mabyn, talking rather 
wildly, and looking on ahead, to the point at which the path 
through the meadows went up the road, " he was a wretched 
animal, I know ; I believe he was a sugar broker, and had just 
come home from Jamaica." 

"I believe," said Wenna, "I believe that young Lochin- 
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She stopped. 

" What's that ? " she said. " What are those two lidits up 
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" The/re not ghosts : come along, Wenna ! " said Mabyn, 
hurriedly. . 

Let us go up to this road, where Harry Trelyon, tortured with 
anxiety and impatience, is waiting. He had slipped away from 
the house, pretty nearly as soon as the gentlemen had gone into 
the drawing-room after dinner ; and on some excuse or other 
had got the horses put to a light and yet roomy Stanhope 
phaeton. From the stable-yard he drove by a back way into 
the main road without passing in front of the Hall ; then he 
quietly walked the horses down the steep hill, and round the 
foot of the valley to the point at which Mabyn was to make her 
appearance. 

But he dared not stop there; for now and again some 
passer-by tame along the road ; and even in the darkness Mrs. 
Trelyon's grey horses would be recognised by any of the 
inhabitants of Eglosilyan, who would naturally wonder what 
Master Harry was waiting for. He walked them a few hundred 
yards one way, then a few hundred yards the other ; and ever, 
as it seemed to him, the danger was growing greater of some 
one from the inn or from the Hall suddenly appearing and 
spoiling the whole plan. 

Half-past ten arrived; and nothing could be heard of the 
girls. Then a horrible thought struck him that Roscorla might 
by this time have left the Hall ; and would he not be coming 
down to this very road on his way up to Basset Cottage ? This 
was no idle fear ; it was almost a matter of certainty. 

The minutes rolled themselves out into ages; he kept 
looking at his watch every few seconds; yet he could hear 
nothing from the wood or the valley of Mabyn's approach. 
Then he got down into the road, walked a few yards this way 
and that, apparently to stamp the nervousness out of his system, 
patted the horses, and, finally, occupied himself in lighting the 
lamps. He was driven by the delay into a sort of desperation. 
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Even if Wenna and Mabyn did appear now, and if he was 
successful in his prayer, there was every chance of their bang 
interrupted by Roscorla, who had without doubt left the Hall 
some time before. 

Suddenly he stopped in his excited walking up and dowa 
Was that a faint " Hurrah ! " that he heard in the distance? 
He went down to the stile at the junction of the path and the 
road, and listened attentively. Yes, he could heax at least one 
voice, as yet a long way off ; but now he had no more doubt 
He walked quickly back to the carriage. 

" Ho, ho, my hearties ! " he said, stroking the heads of the 
horses, " you'll have a Dick Turpin's ride to-night." 

All the nervousness had gone from him now ; he was fuD 
of a strange sort of exultation — the joy of a man who feels 
that the crisis in his life has come, and that he has the power 
and courage to face it 

He heard them come up through the meadow to the stile; 
it was Wenna who was talking ; Mabyn was quite silent They 
came along the road. 

" ^Vhat is this carriage doing here ? " Wenna said. 

They drew still nearer. 

" They are Mrs. Trelyon's horses, and there is no driver—' 

At this moment Harry Trelyon came quickly forward and 
stood in the road before her ; while Mabyn as quickly went on 
and disappeared. The girl was startled, bewildered, but not 
frightened ; for in a second he had taken her by the hand, and 
then she heard him say to her, in an anxious, low, imploring 
voice : — 

" Wenna, my darling, don't be alarmed ! See here, I ha« 
got everything ready to take you away — and Mabyn is coming 
with us — ^and you know I love you so that I can't bear the 
notion of your falling into that man's hands. Now, Wennar 
don't think about it ! Come with me ! We shall be manied 
in London — Mabyn is coming with you — 
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For one brief second or two she seemed stunned and 
alarmed; then, looking at the carriage, and the earnest sup- 
pliant before her, the whole truth appeared to flash in upon 
her. She looked wildly round. 

" Mabyn " she was about to say, when he guessed the 

meaning of her rapid look. 

"Mabyn is here. She is quite close by — she is coming 
with us. My darling, won't you let me save you ! This indeed 
is our last chance. Wenna ! " 

She was trembling so that he thought she would fall ; and 
he would have put his arms round her, but that she drew back, 
and in so doing, she got into the light, and then he saw the 
immeasurable pity and sadness of her eyes. 

" Oh, my love," she said, with the tears running down her 
face, " I love you ! I will tell you that now, when we speak 
for the last time. See, I will kiss you— *and then you will go 
away " 

" I will not go away — not without you — ^this night. Wenna, 
dearest, you have let your heart speak at last — now let it tell 
you what to do ! " 

"Oh, must I go? Must I go? ".she said; and then she 
looked wildly round again. 

"Mabyn!" called out Trelyon, half mad with joy and 
triumph, " Mabyn, come along ! Look sharp, jump in I This 
way, my darling ! " 

And he took the trembling girl, and half lifted her into the 
carriage. 

" Oh, my love, what am I doing for you this night !" she 
said to him, with her eyes swimming in tears. 

But what was the matter with Mabyn? She was just 
putting her foot on the iron step when a rapidly approaching 
figure caused her to utter a cry of alarm, and she stumbled 
back into the road again. The very accident that Trelyon 
had been anticipating had occurred ; here was Mr. Roscorla, 
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bewildered at first, and then blind with rage when he saw what 
was happening before his eyes. In his desperation and anger 
. he was about to lay hold of Mabyn by the arm when he was 
sent staggering backwards half-a-dozen yards. 

" Don't interfere with me now, or by God I will kill you ! ' 
Trelyon said, between his teeth ; and then he hurried Mabyn 
into the carriage. 

What was the sound then that the still woods heard, under 
the throbbing stars, through the darkness that lay over the 
land ? Only the sound of horses' feet, monotonous and regular, 
and not a word of joy or sorrow uttered by any one of the 
party thus hurrying on through the night 
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CHAPTER XXXVL 

INTO CAPTIVITY. 

Towards eleven o'clock that night, Mrs. Rosewame became a 
little anxious about her girls, and asked her husband to go and 
meet them, or to fetch them away if they were still at Mr. 
Trewhella's house. 

" Can't they look after themselves ? " said George Rosewame. 
" I'll be bound Mabyn can, any way. Let her alone to come 
back when she pleases." 

Then his wife began to fret ; and, as this made him un- 
comfortable, he said he would walk up the road and meet 
them. He had no intention of doing so, of course ; but it was 
a good excuse for getting away from a fidgety wife. He went 
outside into the clear starlight, and lounged down to the small 
bridge beside the mill, contentedly smoking his pipe. 

There he encountered a farmer who was riding home a cob 
he had bought that day at Launceston ; and the farmer and he 
began to have a chat about horses suggested by that circum- 
stance. Oddly enough, their random talk came round to young 
Trelyon. 

"Your thoroughbreds won't do for this county,'* George 
Rosewame was saying, " to go flying a stone wall and breaking 
your neck. No, sir ! I'll tell you what sort of hunter I should 
like to have for these parts. I'd have him half-bred, short in. 
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the leg, short in the pastern, short in the back, a good sloping 
shoulder, broad in the chest and the forehead, long in the belly, 
and just the least bit over fifteen hands — eh ! Mr. Thorns ? I 
don't think beauty's of much consequence when your neck's in 
question. Let him be as angular and ragged in the hips as you 
like, so long's his ribs are well up to the hip-bone. Have yon 
seen that black horse that young Trelyon rides ? " 

"'Tis a noble beast, sir — ^a noble beast," the farmer said; 
and he would probably have gone on to state what ideal 
animal had been constructed by his lavish imagination had not 
a man come running up at this moment, breathless and almost 
speechless. 

"Rosewame," stammered Mr. Roscorla, "a — ^a word with 
you ! I want to say- 



The farmer, seeing he was in the way, called out a careless 
good-night, and rode on. 

"Well, what's the matter?" said George Rosewame a 
little snappishly : he did not like being worried by exdtabk 
people. 

" Your daughters ! " gasped Mr. Roscorla. " They've bo4 
run away — ^both of them — this minute — ^with Trelyon ! Yorffl 
have to ride after them. They're straight away along the hij^ 
road." 

" Both of them ? the infernal young fools ! *' said Rosewanei 
"Why the devil didn't you stop them yourself? " 

" How could I ? " Roscorla said, amazed that the fatbff 
took the flight of his daughters with apparent equanimity. 
" You must make haste, Mr. Rosewame, or you'll never catch 
them." 

" I've a good mind to let 'em go," said he sulkily, as he 
walked over to the stables of the inn. "The notion of a man 
having to set out on a wild-goose chase at this time o' nig^t ! 
Run away, have they ; and what in all the world have they iud 
away for ? " 
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It occurred to him, however, that the sooner he got a horse 
saddled and set out, the less distance he would have to go 
in pursuit ; and that consideration quickened his movements. 

"What's it all about?" said he to Roscorla, who had 
followed him into the stable. 

" I suppose they mean a runaway match," said Mr. Ros- 
corla, helping to saddle George Rosewame's cob, a famous 
trotter. 

"Jt's that young devil's limb, Mabyn, I'll be bound," said 
the father. " I wish to heaven somebody would marry her — I 
don't care who. She's always up to some confounded mis- 
chief." 

" No, no, no ! " Roscorla said 3 " it's Wenna he means to 
marry." 

"Why, you were to have married Wenna " 

"Yes, but " 

" Then why didn't you ? So she's run away, has she ? " 

George Rosewame grinned : he saw how the matter lay. 

" This is Mabyn's work, I know," said he, as he put his foot 
in the stirrup, and sprang into the saddle. " You'd better go 
home, Roscorla. Don't you say a word to anybody. You 
don't want the girl made a fool of all through the place." 

So George Rosewame set out to bring back his daughters ; 
not galloping as an anxious parent might, but going ahead with 
a long, steady-going trot, which he knew would soon tell on 
Mrs. Trelyon's over-fed and under-exercised horses. 

"If they mean Plymouth," he was thinking, "as is most 
likely from their taking the high road, he'll give it them gently 
at first. And so that young man wants to marry our Wenna. 
'Twould be a fine match for her ; and yet she's worth all the 
money he's got — she's worth it every farthing. I'd give him 
the other one cheap enough." 

Pounding along a dark road, with the consciousness that 
the further you go the further you've got to get back, and that 
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the distance still to be done is an indeterminate quantity, is agree- 
able to no one ; but it w-as especially vexatious to George Rose- 
wame, who liked to take things quietly, and could not under- 
stand what all the fiiss was about Wliy should he be sent on 
this mad chase at midnight? If anybody wanted to many 
either of the girls, why didn't he do so, and say no more about 
it ? Rosewame had been merely impatient and annoyed when 
he set out ; but the longer he rode, and the more he communed 
with himself, the deeper grew his sense of the personal injuij 
that had been done him by this act of folly. 

It was a very lonely ride indeed. There was not a human 
being abroad at that hour, ^^'hen he passed a few cottages 
from time to time, the wndows were dark. Then they had 
just been putting down a lot of loose stones at several parts ol 
the road, which caused Mr. Rosewame to swear. 

*•' m bet a sovereign," said he to himself, " that old Job 
kept them a quarter of an hour before he opened Paddock's 
Gate. I believe the old fool goes to bed. Well, they've 
waked him up for me, any way." 

There was some consolation in this surmise, which was well 
founded. WTien Rosewame reached the toll-bar, there was at 
least a light in the small house. He stmck on the door with 
the handle of his riding-whip, and called out — 

« Hi, hi ! Job i Come out, you old fool ! " 

An old man, with very bandy legs, came hobbling out of 
the toll-house, and went to open the gate, talking and muttering 
to himself — 

" Ay, ay ! so yii be agwoin* after the yoimg uns, Maister 
Rosewame ? Ay, ay ! yii'U go up many a lane, and by many a 
fuzzy 'ill, and across a bridge or two afore yii come up wi' 'en, 
Maister Rosewame." 

" Look sharp, Job ! " said Rosewame. " Carriage been 
through here lately ? " 

"Ay, ay, Msustet "B^oscwaxtv^'. 'vvs» ;3l ^<^^\\;jJ5:W\ir ajgone." 
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"A half-hour, you idiot?" said Rosewanae, now in a 
thoroughly bad temper. " YouVe been asleep and dreaming. 
Here, take your confounded money ! " 

So he rode on again, not believing, of course, old Job's 
malicious fabrication, but being rendered all the same a little 
uncomfortable by it Fortunately, the cob had not been out 
before that day. 

More deep l^nes, more high, open, windy spaces, more 
silent cottages, more rough stones ; and always the measured 
fall of the cob's feet and the continued shining and throbbing 
of the stars overhead. At last, far away ahead, on the top of a 
high incline, he caught sight of a solitary point of ruddy fire, 
which presently disappeared. That, he concluded, was the 
carriage he was pursuing going round a corner, and showing 
only the one lamp as it turned. They were not so far in front 
of him as he had supposed. 

But how to overtake them? So soon as they heard the 
sound of his horse would they dash onward at all risks, and 
have a race for it all through the night ? In that case, George 
Rosewame inwardly resolved that they might go to Plymouth, 
or into the deep sea beyond, before he would injure his 
favourite cob. 

On the other hand, he could not bring them to a standstill 
by threatening to shoot at his own daughters, even if he had 
had anything with him that would look like a pistol. Should he 
have to rely then on the moral terrors of a parent's authority ? 
George Rosewame was inclined to laugh when he thought of 
his overawing in this fashion the high spirit of his younger 
daughter. 

By slow and sure degrees he gained on the fiigitives ; and as 
he could now catch some sound of the rattling of the cairiage- 
wheels, they must also hear his horse's footfall. Were they 
trying to get away from him? On the contrary, the caniage 
stopped altogether. 
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That was Harry Trelyon's decision. For some time back 
he had been listening attentively. At length he said — 

" Don't you hear some one riding back there ? " 

" Yes, I do ! " said Wenna, beginning to tremble. 

" I suppose it is Mr. Roscorla coming after us," the young 
man said coolly. " Now I think it would be a shame to drag 
the old gentleman half-way down to Plymouth. He must have 
had a good spell already. Shall I stop, and persuade him to 
go back home to bed ? " 

" Oh no ! " said Mabyn, who was all for getting on at any 
risk. 

" Oh no ! " Wenna said, fearing the result of an encounter 
between the two men. 

" I must stop," Trelyon said. " If s such precious hard 
lines on him. I shall easily persuade him that he would be 
better at home." 

So he pulled up the horses, and quietly waited by the road- 
side for a few minutes. The unkno^vn rider drew nearer and 
more near. 

"That isn't Roscorla's pony," said Trelyon, listening. 
" Thafs more like your father's cob." 

" My father ! " said Wenna in a low voice. 

" My darling, you needn't be afraid, whoever it is," Trelyon 
said. 

" Certainly not," added Mabyn, who was far more imcom- 
fortable than she chose to appear. "AVho can prevent us 
going on ? They don't lock you up in convents now-a-days 
. If it is Mr. Roscorla, you just let me talk to him." 

Their doubt on that head was soon set at rest White 
Charley, with his long swinging trot, soon brought George 
Rosewame up to the side of the phaeton, and the girls, long 
ere he had arrived, had recognised in tlie gloom the tall figure 
of their father. Even Mabyn was a triffe nervous. 

But George Rosewame — ^perhaps because he was a littk 
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pacified by their having stopped — did not rage and fume as a 
father is expected to "do whose daughter has run away from 
him. As soon as he had pulled up his horse, he called out in 
a petulant tone — 

" Well ! what the devil is all this about ? " 

" I'll tell you, sir," said Trelyon, quite respectfully and quite 
firmly. " I wished to marry your daughter Wenna " 

"And why couldn't you do that in Eglosilyan, instead of 
making a fool of everybody all around ? " Rosewame said, still 
talking in an angry and vexed way, as of one who had been 
personally injured. 

" Oh, dada ! " Mabyn cried, " you don't know how it 
happened ; but they couldn't have got married there. There's 
that horrid old wretch, Mr. Roscorla — ^and Wenna was quite a 
slave to him, and afraid of him — and the only way was to carry 
her away from him — and so " 

" Hold your tongue, Mabyn !" her father said. "You'd 
drive a windmill with your talk ! " 

" But what she says is true enough," Trelyon said. " Ros- 
corla has a claim on her — this was my only chance, and I took 
it Now look here, Mr. Rosewame ; you've a right to be angry 
and all that — perhaps you are ; but what good will it do you to 
see Wenna left to marry Roscorla ? " 

"What good will it do me?" said George Rosewame 
pettishly, " I don't care which of you she marries " 

"Then you'll let us go on, dada?" Mabyn cried "Will 
you come with us? Oh, do come with us ! We're only going 
to Plymouth." 

Even the angry father could not withstand the absurdity of 
this appeal. He burst into a roar of ill-tempered laughter. 

" I like that ! " he cried. " Asking a man to help his 
daughter to mn away from his own house ! It's my impression, 
my young mistress, that you're at the bottom of all this non- 
sense. Come, come ! enough of it, Trelyon 1 be a sensible 
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fellow, and turn your horses round — why, the notion of going 
to Plymouth at this time o' night ! " 

Trelyon looked at his companion. She put her hand on 
his arm, and said, in a trembling whisper — 

" Oh yes ! pray let us go bacL" 

" You know what you are going to, then ? " said he coldly. 

She trembled still more. 

" Come, come I " said her father, " you mustn't stop here 
all night You may thank me for preventing your becoming 
the talk of the whole country." 

" I shouldn't have minded that much,'* Mab}Ti said ruefiiDy, 
and very like to cry, indeed, as the horses set out upon their 
journey back to Eglosilyan. 

It was not a pleasant journey for any of them — ^least of all 
for Wenna Rosewame, who having been bewildered by one 
wild glimpse of liberty, felt with terror and infinite sadness 
and despair the old manacles closing round her life again. 
And what although the neighbours might remain in ignor- 
ance of what she had done ? She herself knew, and that was 
enough. 

" You think no one will know ? " Mabyn called out spite-^ 
fully to her father. " Do you think old Job at the gate has lost 
either his tongue or his nasty temper ? " 

" Leave Job to me," the father replied. 

AMien they got to Paddock's Gate the old man had again to 
be roused, and he came out grumbling. 

" Well, you discontented old sinner ! ** Rosewame called to 
him, " don't you like having to earn a living ? " 

"A fine livin' to wait on folks that don't knaw their oini 
mind, and keep comin' and goin' along the road o' nights like 
a weaver's shuttle. Hm ! ** 

" Well, Job, you shan't suffer for it this tim^" Rosewame 
said. " I've won my bet If you made fifty pounds by ridim^ 
a few miles out, what ^o>AA.'5Qja^^^<^^Si3u5iwe^^?»» 
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Even that suggestion failed to inveigle Job into a better 
humour. 

" Here's a sovereign for you, Job. Now go to bed. Good- 
night ! " 

How long the distance seemed to be ere they saw the lights 
of Eglosilyan again ! There were only one or two small points 
of red fire, indeed, where the inn stood. The rest of the village 
was buried in darkness. 

" Oh ! what will mother say ? " Wenna said in a low voice 
to her sister. 

" She will be very sorry we did not 'get away altogether," 
Mabyn answered. " And of course it was Mr. Roscorla who 
spoiled it Nobody knew anything about it but himself. He 
must have run on to the inn and told some one. Wasn't it 
mean, Wenna ? Couldn't he see that he wasn't wanted ? " 

"Are you talking of Mr. Roscorla?" Trelyon said — George 
Rosewame was a bit ahead at this moment. " I wish to good- 
ness I had gagged him and slung him below the phaeton. I 
knew he would be coming down there. I expected him every 
moment. AVhy were you so late, Mabyn ? " 

" Oh ! you needn't blame me, Mr. Trelyon," said Mabyn, 
rather hurt " You know I did everything I could for you." 

" I know you did, Mabyn : I wish it had turned out better." 

What was this, then, that Wenna heard, as she sate there, 
bewildered, apprehensive, and sad-hearted? Had her own 
sister joined in this league to carry her off? It was not merely 
the audacity of young Trelyon that had led to their meeting? 
But she was altogether too frightened and wretched to be 
angry. 

As they got down into Eglosilyan, and turned the sharp 

comer over the bridge, they did not notice the figure of a man 

who had been concealing himself in the darkness of a shed 

belonging to a slate-yard. So soon as they had passed, he 

' went some little way after them until, from the bridge, he could 
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see them stop at the door of the inn. Was it Mrs. Rosewaine 
who came out of the glare, and with something like a ay of 
delight caught her daughter in her arms ? He watched the 
figures go inside, and the phaeton drive away up the hill ; then. 
in the perfect silence of the night, he turned and slowly made 
his way towards Basset Cottage. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

AN ANGRY INTERVIEW. 

Next morning George Rosewame was seated on the old oak 
bench in front of the inn, reading a newspaper. Happening to 
look up, he saw Mr. Roscorla hurrying towards him over the 
bridge, with no very pleasant expression on his face. As he' 
came nearer, he saw that the man was strangely excited. 

" I want to see your daughter alone," he said. 

" You needn't speak as if I had tried to run away with her," 
Rosewame answered, with more good nature than was his 
wont " Well, go indoors. Ask for her mother." 

As Roscorla passed him there was a look in his eyes which 
rather startled George Rosewame. 

" Is it possible," he asked himself, " that this elderly chap 
is really badly in love with our Wenna ? " 

But another thought stmck him. He suddenly jumped up, 
followed Roscorla into the passage, where the latter was stand- 
ing, and said to him — 

" Don't you be too harsh with Wenna. She's only a girl ; 
and they're all alike." This hint, however discourteous in its 
terms, had some significance as coming from a man who was 
six inches taller than Mr. Roscorla. 

Mr. Roscorla was shown into an empty room. He marched 
up and down looking at nothing. He was simply in an un- 
governable rage. 
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Wenna came, and shut the door behind her; and for a 
second or so he stared at her as if expecting her to burst into 
passionate professions of remorse. On the contrary, there was 
something more than cahnness in her appearance — there was 
the desperation of a himted animal that is driven to turn upon 
its pursuer in the mere agony of helplessness. 

" Well ! " said he — for, indeed, his passion almost deprived 
him of his power of speech — " what have you to say ? Per- 
haps nothing? It is nothing, perhaps, to a woman to be 
treacherous — to tell smooth lies to your face, and to go plot- 
ting against you behind your back? You have nothing to say? 
You have nothing to say ? " 

" I have nothing to say," she said, with some little sadness 
in her voice, " that would excuse me, either to you or myself— 
yes ! I know ^hat But — ^but I did not intentionally deceive 
you " 

He tiuned away with an angry gesture. 

"Indeed, indeed I did not," she said piteously. "I had 
mistaken my own feelings — ^the temptation was too great Oh, 
Mr. Roscorla ! you need not say harsh things of me, for indeed 
I think worse of myself than you can do." 

"And I suppose you want forgiveness now?" he added 
bitterly. " But I have had enough of that A woman pledges 
you her affection, promises to marry you, professes to have no 
doubts as to the future ; and all the while she is secretly 
encouraging the attentions of a young jackanapes who is play- 
ing with her and making a fool of her " 

Wenna Rosewame's cheeks began to bum red : a less 
angry man would have taken warning. 

" Yes — playing with her and making a fool of her. And for 
what? To pass an idle time, and make her the bye-woidof 
her neighbours." 

" It is not true ! it is not true !" she said indignantly; and 
there was a dangerous light in her eyes. " If he were hcf^ 
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you would not dare to say such things to me — no, you would 
not dare I " 

" Perhaps you expect him to call after the pretty exploit of 
last night ? " asked Roscorla, with a sneer. 

"I do not," she said. "I hope I shall never see him 
again. It is — it is only misery to every one " 

And here she broke down, in spite of herself. Her anger 
gave way to a burst of tears. 

" But what madness is this ?" Roscorla cried. "You wish 
never to meet him again; yet you are ready at a moment's 
notice to run away with him, disgracing yourself and your 
family. You make promises about never seeing him; ybu 
break them the instant you get the opportunity. You profess 
that your girlish fancy for a barber's block of a fellow has been 
got over ; and then, as soon as one's back is turned, you reveal 
your hypocrisy ^" 

" Indeed I did not mean to deceive you," she said im- 
ploringly. " I did believe that all that was over and gone. I 
thought it was a foolish fancy " 

" And now? " said he hotly. 

" Oh, Mr. Roscorla, you ought to pity me instead of being 
angry with me. I do love him — I cannot help it You will 
not ask me to marry you ! See, I will undertake not to marry 
him — I will undertake never to see him again — if only you will 
not ask me to keep my promise to you. How can 1 1 How 
can I ? " 

"Pity you ! and these are the confessions you make !" he 
exclaimed. " Why, are you not ashamed of yourself to say 
such things to me? And so you would undertake not to 
marry him ? I know what your undertakings are worth I " 

He had struck her hard — his very hardest, indeed; but 
she would not suffer herself to reply, for she believed she 
deserved far more punishment than he could inflict All that 
she could hope for — all that her whole nature cried out for — 
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was that he should not think her treacherons. She had not in- 
tentionally deceived him. She had not planned that effort at 
escape. But when, in a hunied and pathetic fashion, she 
endeavoiu^d to explain all this to him, he would not listen. 
He angrily told her he knew well how women could gloss over 
such matters. He was no schoolboy to be hoodwinked. It 
was not as if she had had no warning ; her conduct before h^d 
been bad enough, when it was possible to overlook it on the 
score of carelessness, but now it was such as would disgrace 
any woman who knew her honour was concerned in holding 
to the word she had spoken. 

*' And what is he ?'' he cried, mad with wrath and jealoasf. 
" An ignorant booby ! a ploughboy I a lout who has neither 
the manners of a gentleman nor the education of a day- 
labourer " 

" Yes, you may well say such things of him now," said shci 
\sith her eyes flashing, " when his back is turned. You would 
not say so if he were here. But he — yes, if he were hoe— he 
would tell you what he thinks of you ; for he is a gentleman 
and not a coward." 

Angry as he was, ^Ir. Roscorla was astounded. The fire 
in her eyes, the flush in her cheeks, the im|>etuosity of hff 
voice — ^were these the patient Wenna of old? But a giri 
betrays herself sometimes, if she happens to have to defend her 
lover. 

" Oh ! it is shameful of you to say such things ! ^ she said. 
" And you know they are not true. There is not any one I 
have ever seen who is so manly, and frank, and nnig^ lfish as 
Mr. Trelyon — ^not any one ; and if I have seen that — if I hast 
admired too much — ^well, that is a great misfortune^ and I have 
to suffer for it" 

"To suffer?— yes," said he, bitterly. "That is a pretty 
form of suffering that makes you plan a runaway mairiage^a 
marriage that would \>Tvn^ *m\.o ^jwa v^^&^^^^ the laigest 
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estates in the North of Coi::nwall. A very pretty form of suf- 
fering ! May I ask when the experiment is to be repeated?" 

" You may insult me as you like — I am only a woman," she 
said. 

"Insult you?" he cried, with fresh vehemence. **Is it 
insult to speak the truth? Yesterday forenoon, when I saw 
you, you were all smiles and smoothness. When I spoke of 
our marriage, you made no objection. But all the same you 
knew that at night " 

" I did not know — I did not know ! " she said. " You 
ought to believe me when I tell you I knew no more about it than 
you did. When I met him there at night — ^it was all so sudden, 
so unexpected — I scarcely knew what I said ; but now — ^but 
now I have time to think — Oh, Mr. Roscorla, don't think that 
I do not regret it ! I will do anything you ask me — I will 
promise what you please — indeed, I will undertake never to see 
him again as long as I live in this world — only, you won't ask 
me to keep my promise to you " 

He made no reply to this offer ; for a step outside the door 
caused him to mutter something very like an oath between his 
teeth. The door was thrown open, Mabyn marched in — ^a 
little pale, but very erect 

"Mabyn, leave us alone for a moment or two," said 
Wenna, turning away so as to hide the tears on her face. 

"I .will not. I want to .speak a' word or two to Mr. 
Roscorla." 

" Mabyn, I want you to go away just now." 

Mabyn went over to her sister, and took her hy the hand. 

"Wenna, dear, go away to your own room. YouVe had 
quite enough — you are trembling all over. I suppose he'll 
make me tremble next" 

" Really, I think your interference is rather extraordinary. 
Miss Mabyn," said Mr. Roscorla, striving to contain his rai^. 

"I beg your pardon," said Mabyn is\e?^^. '•'•'V cs^ ^-assx 
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to say a word or two. Wouldn't it be better here than before 
the servants ? " 

With that she led Wenna away. In a minute or two she 
returned. Mr. Roscorla would rather have been shut up \\ a 
den with a hungry tigress. 

" I am quite at yoii service," he said with a bitter iron7. 
" I suppose you have some very important communication t# 
make, considering the way in which you " 

" Interfered ? Yes, it is time that I interfered," Mab)^ said, 
still quite calm and a trifle pale. " Mr. Roscorla, to be frank, 
I don't like you, and perhaps I am not quite fair to you. I am 
only a young girl, and don't know what the world would say 
about your relations with Wenna. But Wenna is my sister, and 
I see she is wretched ; and her wretchedness — well, that comes 
of her engagement to you." 

She was standing before him, with her eyes cast down, 
apparently determined to be very moderate in her speech. But 
there was a cruel frankness in her words which hurt Mr. Ros- 
corla a good deal more than any tempest of passion into whid 
she might have worked herself. 

" Is that all ? " said he. " You have not startled me with 
any revelations." 

" I was going to say," continued Mabyn, " that a gentleman 
who has really a regard for a girl would not insist on her keep- 
ing a promise which only rendered her unhappy. I don't see 
what you are to gain by it I suppose you — ^you expect 
Wenna to marry you ? Well, I dare say if you called on her 
to punish h^elf that way, she might do it But what good 
would that do you ? Would you like to have a wife who was 
in love with another man ? " 

"You have become quite logical. Miss !Mabyn," said he, 
" and argument suits you better than getting into a ra""e. And 
much of what you say is quite true. You are a very young girl 
You don't know much of what the world would say about any- 
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thing. But being furnished with these admirable convictions, 
did it never occur to you that you might not be acting wisely in 
blundering into an affair of which you know nothing? " 

The coldly sarcastic fashion in which he spoke threatened 
to disturb Mabyn's forced equanimity. 

" Know nothing ? " she said. " I know everything about 
it ; and I can see that my sister is miserable — that is sufficient 
reason for my interference. Mr. Roscorla, you won't ask her 
to marry you ! " 

Had the proud and passionate Mabyn condescended to 
make an appeal to her ancient enemy? At least she raised her 
eyes ; and they seemed to plead for mercy. 

" Come, come," he said, roughly. " IVe had enough of all 
this sham beseeching. I know what it means. Trelyon is a 
richer man than I am ; she has let her idle girlish notions go 
dreaming day-dreams ; and so I am expected to stand aside. 
There has been enough of this nonsense. She is not a child , 
she knows what she undertook of her own free will ; and she 
knows she can get rid of this school-girl fancy directly if she 
chooses. I for one won't help her to disgrace herself" 

Mabyn began to breathe a little more quickly. She had 
tried to be reasonable ; she had even humbled herself and 
begged from him ; now there was a sensation in her chest as 
of some rising emotion that demanded expression in quick 
words. 

" You will try to make her marry you ? " said she, looking 
him in the face. 

" I will try to do nothing of the sort," said he. " She can 
do as she likes. But she knows what an honourable woman 
would do.'' 

"And I," said Mabyn, her temper at length quite getting the 
better of her, " I know what an honourable man would do. 
He would refuse to bind a girl to a promise which she fears. 
He would consider her happiness to be of more importance 
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than his comfort. AVhy, I don't believe you care at all whether 
Wenna marries you or not — it is only you can't bear her being 
married to the man she really does love — ^it is only envy, 
that's what it is. Oh ! I am ashamed to think there is a inan 
alive who would force a girl into becoming his wife on such 
terms " 

"There is certainly one considerable objection to my 
marrying your sister," said he, with great politeness. "The 
maimers of some of her relatives might prove embarrassing." 

" Yes, that is true enough,'' Mab}!! said, with hot cheeks 
" If ever I became a relative of yours, my manners no doubt 
would embarrass you very considerably. But I am not a 
relative of yours as yet, nor is my sister." 

" May I consider that you have said what you had to say?" 
said he, taking up his hat 

Proud and angry, and at the same time mortified by her 
defeat, Mabyn found herself speechless. He did not oflfer to 
shake hands with her. He bowed to her in passing out 9ie 
made the least possible acknowledgment, and then she vas 
alone. Of course, a hearty cry followed. She felt she had 
done no good. She had determined to be calm ; whereas all 
the calmness had been on his side, and she had been led into 
speaking in a manner which a discreet and well-bred young 
lady would have shrunk from in horror. Mabjn sat still and 
sobbed, partly in anger and partly in disappointment; she 
dared not even go to tell her sister. 

But Mr. Roscorla, as he went over the bridge again, and 
went up to Basset Cottage, had lost all his assumed coolness of 
judgment and demeanour. He felt he had been tricked by 
Wenna and insulted by ;Mab}Ti, while his rival had established 
a hold which it would be in vain for him to seek to remove 
He was in a passion of rage. He would not go near Wenna 
again. He would at once set oflf for London and enjoy himsdf 
there while his hoHday lasted ; he would not write a word to 
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her ; then, when the time arrived, he would set sail for Jamaica, 
leaving her to her o^^^l conscience. He was suffering a good 
deal from anger, envy, and jealousy ; but he was consoled by 
the thought that she was suffering more. And he reflected, 
with some comfort to himself, that she would scarcely so far 
demean herself as to marry Harry Trelyon, so long as she 
knew in her heart what he, Roscorla, would think of her for so 
doing. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIIL* 

THE OLD HALF-FORGOTTEN JOKE. 

" Has he gone ? " Wenna asked of her sister, the next day. 

" Yes, he has," Mabjm answered, witli a proud and revenge- 
ful face. " It was quite true what Mrs. Cornish told me— I've 
no doubt she had her instructions. He has just driven away 
to Launceston, on his way to London." 

" Without a word ! " 

"Would you like to have had another string of arguments?" 
Mabyn said, impatiently. " Oh, Wenna, you don't know wbat 
mischief all this is doing. You are awake all night ; you cry 
half the day ; what is to be the end of it ? You will work 
yourself into a fever." 

"Yes, there must be an end of it," Wenna said, with de- 
cision, " not for myself alone, but for others. That is all the 
reparation I can make now. No girl in all this coimtiyhas 
ever acted so badly as I have done — just look at the miseiy 
I have caused — but now " 

"There is one who is miserable, because he loves you," 
Mab)m said. 

" Do you think that ^Mr. Roscorla has no feelings ? You 
are so unjust to him. Well, it does not matter now : all this 
must come to an end. Mabyn, I should like to see Mr. Trelyon, 
just for one minute." 
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" What will you say to him, Wenna ? " her sister said, with 
a sudden fear. 

"Something that it is necessary to say to him, and the 
sooner it is over the better." 

Mabyn rather dreaded the result of this interview ; and yet, 
she reflected to herself,- here was an opportunity for Harry 
Trelyon to try to win some promise from her sister. Better, 
in any case, that they should meet than that Wenna should 
simply drive him away into banishment without a word of ex- 
planation. 

The meeting was easily arranged. On the next morning, 
long before Wenna^s daily round of duties had commenced, the 
two sisters left the inn, and went over the bridge, and out to 
the bold promontory of black rock at the mouth of the 
harbour. There was nobody about. This October morning 
was more like a summer-day ; the air was mild and still ; the 
blue sky without a cloud ; the shining sea plashed around the 
rocks with the soft murmuring noise of a July calm. It was 
on these rocks, long ago, that Wenna Rosewarne had pledged 
herself to become the wife of Mr. Roscorla ; and at that time 
life had seemed to her, if not brilliant and beautiful, at least 
grateful and peaceful. Now all the peace had gone out of it. 

" Oh, my darling ! " Treylon said, as she advanced alone 
towards him — for Mabyn had withdrawn. " It is so good of 
you to come. Wenna, what has frightened you? " 

He had seized both her hands in his ; but she took them 
away again. For one brief second her eyes had met his, and 
there was a sort of wistful and despairing kindliness in them ; 
then she stood before him, with her face turned away from him, 
and her voice low and tremulous. 

"I did wish to see you — for once — for the last time," 
she said. " If you had gone away, you would have carried 
with you cruel thoughts of me. I wish to ask your forgive- 
ness " 
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" My forgiveness ? " 

" Yes, for all that you may have suffered ; and — for all that 
may trouble you in the future — ^not in the future, but for the 
little time you will remember what has taken place here. Mr. 
Trdyon, I — I did not know ! Indeed, it is all a mystery to 

me now — and a great misery " 

Her lips began to quiver ; but she controlled herself. 
" And surely it will only be for a short time, if you think of 
it at alL You are yoimg — ^you have all the world before yoa. 
"When you go away among other people and see all the different 
things that interest a young man, you will soon forget whatever 
has happened here." 

" And you say that to me," he said, ** and you said the 
other night that you loved me. It is nothing, then, for people 
who love each other to go away, and be consoled, and never 
see each other again ? " 

Again the lips quivered : he had no idea of the teniWe 
effort that was needed to keep this girl calm. 

" I did say that " she said 

" And it was true ? '' he broke in. 

" It was true then — it is true now — ^that is all the misery of 
it I " she exclaimed, with tears starting to her eyes. 

"And you talk of our being separated for ever ! " he cried 
" No ! — ^not if I can help it ! Mabyn has told me of all yonr 
scruples — they are not worth looking at I tell you you are no 
more bound to that man than Mabyn is ; and that isn't mudi. 
If he is such a mean hound as to insist on your marrying him, 
^ then I will appeal to your father and mother, and they must 
prevent him. Or I will go to him myself, and settle the matter 

in a shorter way " 

" You cannot now," she said ; " he has gone away. And I 
what good would that have done ? I would never marry ar^ 
man imless I could do so with a clear and happy conscience; 
and if you — ^if you and Mabyn — see nothing in my treatment of 
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him that is wrong, then that is very strange; but I cannot 
acquit myself. No ; I hope no woman will ever treat you as I 
have treated him. Look at his position — an elderly man, with 
few friends — ^he has not all the best of his life before him as 
you have — or the good spirits of youth — and after he had gone 
away to Jamaica, takiug my promise with him — oh! I am 
ashamed of myself when I think on all that has happened." 

" Then you've no right to be," said he, hotly. " It was 
the most natural thing in the world, and he ,ought to have 
known it, that a young girl who has been argued into engaging 
herself to an old man should consider her being in love with 
another man as something of rclther more importance — of a. 
good deal more importance, I should say. And his suffering ? 
He suffers no more than this lump of rock does. That is not 
his way of thinking — to be bothered about anything. He may 
be angry, yes . — and vexed for the moment, as is natural ; but 
if you think he is going about the world with a load of agony 
on him, then you're quite mistaken. And if he were, what 
good could you do by making yourself miserable as well ? 
Wenna, do be reasonable, now." 

Had not another, on this very spot, prayed her to be 
reasonable ? She had yielded then. Mr. Roscorla's arguments 
were incontrovertible, and she had shrinkingly accepted the 
conclusion. Now, young Trelyon's representations and plead- 
ings were far less cogent; but how strongly her heart went 
with them ! 

" No ! " she said, as if she were shaking off the influence of 
the tempter, " I must not listen to you. Yet you don't seem to 
think that it costs me anything to ask you to bid me good-bye 
once and for all. It should be less to you than to me. A 
girl thinks of these things more than a man — she has little else 
to think of— he goes out into the world and forgets. And you 
— ^you will go away, and you will become such a man as all who 
know you will love to speak of and be proud of; and some 
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day you will come back, and if you like to come down to the 
inn, then there will be one or two there glad to see you. Mr. 
Trelyon, don't ask me to tell you why this should be so. I 
know it to be right; my heart tells me. Now I will say good- 
bye to you." 

"And when I come back to the inn, will you be there?' 
said he, becoming rather pale. " No ; you will be married to a 
man whom you will hate." 

" Indeed no," she said, with her face flushing and her eyes 
cast down. "How can that be after what has taken place? 
He could not ask me. All that I begged of him before he 
went away was this — ^that he would not ask me to marry him; 
and if only he would do that, I promised never to see you 
again — after bidding you good-bye as I do now." 

"And is that the arrangement?" said he, rather roughhr. 
" Are we to play at dog in the manger? He is not to many 
you himself; but he will not let any other man marry you ? " 

" Surely he has some right to consideration," she said 

"Well, Wenna," said he, "if you've made up your mind, 
there's no more to be said. I think you are needlessly 
cruel " 

" You won't say that, just as we are parting," she said, in a 
low voice. " Do you think it is nothing to me ? " 

He looked at her for a moment ^vith a great sadness and 
compunction in his eyes; then, moved by an uncontrollable 
impulse, he caught her in his arms, and kissed her on the lips. 

" Now," said he, with his face white as death, ** tell me that 
you will never marry any other man as long as you live I " 

" Yes, I will say that," she said to him, in a low voice;, and 
with a face as white as his own. 

"Swear it, then!" 

" I have said that I will never marry any other man than 
you," she said, "and that is enough — ^for me. But as for you— 
why must you go away thinking of such things ? Yon will sec 



THE OLD HALF-FORGOTTEN JOKE. 385 

some day what madness it would have been — ^you will come 
some day and thank me for having told you so — and then — 
and then — if anything should be mentioned about what I said 
just now, you will laugh at the old half-forgotten joke " 

Well, there was no laughing at the joke just then ; for the 
girl burst into tears, and in the midst of that she hastily pressed 
his hand, and hurried away. He watched her go round the 
rocks, to the cleft leading down to the harbour. There she 
was rejoined by her sister ; and the two of them went slowly 
along the path of broken slate, with the green hill above, the 
blue water below, and the fair sunshine all around them. 
Many a time he recalled afterwards — and always with an in- 
creasing weight at his heart — how sombre seemed to him that 
bright October day, and the picturesque opening of the coast 
leading in to Eglosilyan, For it was the last glimpse of 
Wenna Rosewame that he was to have for many a day ; and a 
sadder picture was never treasured up in a man's memory. 

" Oh, Wenna, what have you said to him, that you tremble 
so ? " Mabyn asked. 

" I have bid him good-bye — ^that is alL" 

" Not for always ? " 

" Yes, for always." 

" And he is going away again, then ? " 

" Yes, as a young man should. Why should he stop here to 
make himself wretched over impossible fancies ? He will go 
out into the world ; and he has splendid health and spirits ; 
and he will forget all this." 

" And you — you are anxious to forget it all too ? " 

" Would it not be better ? What good can come of dream- 
ing? Well, IVe plenty of work to do ; that is well." 

Mabyn was very much inclined to cry: all her beautiful 
visions of the future happiness of her sister had been rudely 
dispelled. All her schemes and machinations had gone for 
nothing. There only remained to her, in the way of consola- 

2G 
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tion, the fact tliat Wenna still wore the sapphire ring that Hany 
Trelyon had sent her. 

" And what will his mother think of you ? " said Mabyn, as 
a last argument, " when she finds you have sent him away alto- 
gether — ^to go into the army, and go abroad, and perhaps die 
of yellow fever, or be shot by the Sepoys and the Caffres?** 

"She would have hated me if I had married him,^said 
Wenna, simply. 

" Oh, Wenna, how dare you say such a thing ! ** Mabyn 
cried. " WTiat do you mean by it ? *' 

" Would a lady in her position like her only son to manr 
the daughter of an innkeeper?" Wenna asked, rather indiffer- 
ently : indeed, her thoughts were elsewhere. 

" I tell you, there's no one in the world she loves likeyw 
— I can see it every time she comes down for you — ^and she 
believes, and I believe too, that you have changed Mt 
Trelyon's way of talking and his manner of treating people in 
such a fashion as no one would have considered possible. 
Do you think she hasn't eyes ? He is scarcely ever impertinent 
now — when he is it is alwa)rs in good nature, and never in 
sulkiness. Look at his kindness to Mr. Trewhella's grand- 
daughter j and Mr. Trewhella a clergyman too. Did he ever 
use to take his mother out for a drive ? No, never ! And oi 
course she knows whom if s all owing to ; and if you would 
marry Mr. Trelyon, Wenna, I believe she would worship yoa 
and think nothing good enough for you " 

" MabjTi, I am going to ask something of you." 

" Oh yes, I know what it is," her sister said. " I am no: 
to speak any more about your marriage with Mr. Trelyon. But 
I won't give you any such promise, Werma, I don't consider 
that that old man has any hold on you." 

Wenna said nothing \ for at this moment they entered the 
house. Mabyn went up with her sister to her room • then she 
stood undecided for a moment ; finally she said 
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" Wenna, if I've vexed you, I'm very sorry. I won't speak 
of Mr. Trelyon if you don't wish it. But indeed you don't 
know how many people are anxious that you should be happy 
— and you can't expect your own sister not to be as anxious 
as any one else " 

" Mabyn, you're a good girl," Wenna said, kissing her. "But 
I am rather tired to-day — I think I shall lie down for a little 
while- — " 

Mabyn uttered a sharp cry, for her sister had fallen back on 
a chair, white and insensible. She hastily bathed her forehead 
with cold water 3 she chafed her hands ; she got hold of some 
smelling salts. It was only a faint, after all; and Wenna, 
having come to, said she would lie clown on the sofa for a few 
minutes. Mabyn said nothing to her mother about all this, for 
it would have driven Mrs. Rosewame wild with anxiety ; but 
she herself was rather disquieted with Wenna's appearance, and 
she said to herself, with great bitterness of heart — 

*' If my sister falls ill, I know who has done that* , 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 



KEW AMBITIOXS. 

Mr. Roscorla, having had few fiiends throughout his life, ha^i 
developed a most methodical habit of communing with himsdf 
on all possible subjects, but more particularly, of course, apa 
his own afiairs. He used up his idle hours in defining )^ 
position with regard to the people and things around him, and 
he was never afraid to convince himself of the exact truth. He 
never tried to cheat himself into the belief that he was mxt 
unselfish than might appear ; if other people thought so, good 
and welL He, at least, was not a hypocrite to himfg^ lf 

Now, he had not been gone above a couple of hours orso 
from Eglosilyan when he discovered that he was not wcWitfi^ 
with terrible woes ; on the contrary, he experienced a fedic 
of austere satisfaction that he was leaving a good deal i 
trouble behind him. He had been badly used ; he had bees 
righteously angry. It was right that they who had thus used 
him badly should be punished. As for hiir^ ^ if ]^ grief did no: 
trouble him much, that was a happy peculiarity of his temper 
ment which did not lessen their offence against him. 

Most certainly he was not weighted with woe. He hadi 

pleasant drive in the morning over to Launceston * he smobd 

a cigarette or two in the train. AVhen he airived at Plymootii. 

he ordered a very nice luncheon at the nearest hotel, and 

^ treated himself to a bottle of the best Bmgim^ ^^ j^ 
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could recommend him. After that he got into a smoking 
carriage in the London express ; he lit a large cigar ; he 
^\Tapped a thick rug round his legs, and settled himself down in 
peace for the long journey. Now was an excellent time to find 
out exactly how his affairs stood. 

He was indeed very comfortable. Leaving Eglosilyan had 
not troubled him. There was something in the knowledge that 
he was at last free from all those exciting scenes which a quiet 
middle-aged man, not believing in romance, found trying to his 
nervous system. This brief holiday in Eglosilyan had been 
anything but a pleasant one ; was he not, on the whole, glad to 
get away ? 

Then he recollected that the long expected meeting with 
his betrothed had not been so full of delight as he had antici- 
pated. Was there not just a trace of disappointment in the 
first shock of feeling at their meeting? She was certainly not a 
handsome woman^ — such a one as he might have preferred to 
introduce to his friends about Kensington, in the event of his 
going back to live in London. 

Then he thought of old General Weekes. He felt a little 
ashamed of himself for not having had the courage to tell the 
General and his wife that he meant to marry one of the young 
ladies who had interested them. Would it not be awkward, 
too, to have to introduce Wenna Rosewarne to them in her 
new capacity ? 

That speculation carried him on to the question of his 
marriage. There could be no doubt that his betrothed had 
become a little too fond of the handsomest young man in the 
neighbourhood. Perhaps that was natural ; but at all events 
she was now very much ashamed of what had happened, and he 
might trust her to avoid Harry Trelyon in the future. That 
having been secured, would not her thoughts naturally drift 
back to the man to whom she had plighted a troth which was 
still formally binding on her? Time was on his side. She 
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would forget that young man ; she would be anxious, as soon 
as these temporary disturbances of her affections were over, to 
atone for the past by her conduct in the future. Girls had very 
strong notions about duty. 

Well, he drove to his club, and finding one of the bedrooms 
firee, he engaged it for a week, the longest time possible He 
washed, dressed, and went down to dinner. To his great 
delight, the first man he saw was old Sir Percy himself, who 
was writing out a very elaborate menuy considering that he was 
ordering dinner for himself only. He and Mr. Roscorla agreed 
to dine together. 

Now, for some years back Mr. Roscorla, in visiting his dob. 
had found himself in a very isolated and uncomfortable positioL 
Long ago he had belonged to the younger set — to those 
reckless young fellows who were not afraid to eat a hasty 
dinner, and then rush off to take a mother and a couple rf 
daughters to the theatre, returning at midnight to some anchovy 
toast and a glass of Burgundy, followed by a couple of horns of 
brandy-and soda, cigars, and biUiards. But he had drifted 
away firom that set ; indeed, they had disappeared, and he 
knew none of their successors. On the other hand, he had 
never got into the ways of the old-fogey set. Those stout old 
gentiemen who carefully drank nothing but claret and seltzer, 
who took a quarter of an hour to write out their dinner 
bill, who spent the evening in pla}'ing whist, kept very much to 
themselves. It was into this set that the old General now in- 
troduced him. Mr. Roscorla had quite the air of a bashful 
young man when he made one of a party of those ancients, vho 
dined at the same table each evening. He was almost ashamed 
to order a pint of champagne for himself — ^it savoured so mudi 
of youth. He was silent in the presence of his seniors • and 
indeed they were garrulous enough to cover his silence. Tbdr 
talk was mostly of politics — not the politics of the country, bat 
the politics of of^ce •, ol \m!^et-^^cx^\arves and candidates fbi 
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place. They seemed to look on the Government of the 
country as a sort of mechanical clock, which from time to time 
sent out a few small figures, and from time to time took them in 
again ; and they showed an astonishing acquaintance with the 
internal and intricate mechanism which produced these 
changes. Perhaps it was because they were so busy in watch- 
ing for changes on the face of the clock that they seemed to 
forget the smnging onward of the great world outside, and the 
solemn march of the stars. 

Most of those old gentlemen had lived their life — ^had done 
their share of heavy dining and reckless drinking many years 
ago — and thus it was they had come to drink seltzer and claret 
But it appeared that it was their custom, after dinner, to have 
the table-cover removed, and some port wine placed on the 
mahogany. Mr. Roscorla, who had felt as yet no ugly sensa- 
tions about his finger-joints, regarded this ceremony with 
equanimity ; but it was made the subject of some ominous 
joking on the part of his companions. Then joking led to 
joking. There were no more politics. Some very funny stories 
were told. Occasionally one or two names were introduced, as 
of persons well known in London society, though not of it; and 
Mr. Roscorla was surprised that he had never heard these 
names before — ^you see how one becomes ignorant of the world 
if one buries one's self down in Cornwall. Mr. Roscorla began 
to take quite an interest in these celebrated people, in the price 
of their ponies, and the diamonds they were understood to have 
worn at a certain very singular ball. He was pleased to hear, 
too, of the manner in which the aristocracy of England were 
resuming their ancient patronage of the arts ; for he was given 
to understand that a young earl or baron could scarcely be con- 
sidered a man of fashion unless he owned a theatre. 

On their way up to the card-room, Mr. Roscorla and one ot 
his venerable companions went into the hall to get their cigar- 
case from their top-coat pocket. This elderly gentleman bad 
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been the governor of an island in the Pacific. He had not 
been resident for many years in England. He was on the 
directorate of one or two well-known commercial companies; 
he had spoken at several meetings on the danger of dissociatiig 
religion from education in the training of the yoimg ; in shoil, 
he was a tower of respectability. On the present occasion k 
had to pull out a muffler to get at his cigar-case ; and with the 
muffler came a small parcel tied up in tissue-paper. 

"Neat, aren't they?" said he, with a senile grin, showing 
Mr. Roscorla the tips of a pair of pink satin slippers. 

" Yes," said Mr. Roscorla : " I suppose the3r're for yoai 
daughter?" 

They went up to the card-room. 

" I expect you'll teach us a lesson, Roscorla," said the old 
General. " Gad, some of you West-Indian fello^vs know the 
difference between a ten and an ace.*' 

" Last time I played cards," Roscorla said, modestly, "I was 
lucky enough to win ;£'48." 

"AVhew ! We can't afford that sort of thing on this side of 
the water — not if you happen to serve Her Majesty, any way- 
Come, let's cut for partners ! " 

There was but little talking, of course, during the card- 
playing ; at the end of it Mr. Roscorla found he had only lost 
half-a-sovereign. Then everybody adjourned to a snug litde 
smoking-room, to which only members were admitted. This. 
to the neoph)rte, was the pleasantest part of the evening. He 
seemed to hear of everything that was going on in London- 
and a good deal more besides. He was behind the scenes d 
all the commercial, social, political performances which were 
causing the \'ulgar crowd to gape. He discovered the true 
history of the hostility shown by So-and-so to the Premier* he 
was told the little scandal which caused Her Majesty to refosc 
to knight a certain gentleman who had claims on the Govern- 
ment ; he heard what the Duke really did offer to the came- 
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keeper whose eye he had shot out, and the language used by 
the keeper on the occasion ; and he received such information 
about the financial affairs of many a company as made him 
wonder whether the final collapse of the commercial world were 
at hand. He forgot that he had heard quite similar stories 
twenty years before. Then they had been told by ingenuous 
youths full of the importance of the information they had just 
acquired ; now they were told by garrulous old gentlemen, with 
a cynicsX laugh which was more amusing than the hot-headed 
asseveration of the juniors. It was, on the whole, a delightful 
evening — ^this first evening of his return to club-life ; and then 
it was so convenient to go upstairs to bed instead of having to 
walk from the inn of Eglosilyan to Basset Cottage. 

Just before leaving, the old General took Roscorla aside, 
and said to him — 

" Monstrous amusing fellows, eh? " 

" Very." 

"Just a word. Don't you let old Lewis lug you into any of 
his companies — you understand ? " 

''There's not much fear of that!" Mr. Roscorla said, with 
a laugh. " I haven't a brass farthing to invest" 

"All you West-Indians say that; however, so much the 
better. And there's old Strafford, too ; he's got some infernal 
india-rubber patent. Gad, sir, he knows no more about those 
commercial fellows than the man in the moon ; and they'll ruin 
him — ^mark my words, they'll ruin him." 

Roscorla was quite pleased to be advised. It made him feel 
young and ingenuous. After all, the disparity in years between 
him and his late companions was most obvious. 

"And when are you coming to dine with us, eh?" the 
General said, lighting a last cigar and getting his hat "To- 
morrow night ? — quiet family party, you know ; her ladyship '11 
be awfully glad to see you. Is it a bargain ? All right — seven; 
we're early folks. I say — you needn't mention I dined here to- 
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night ; to tell yoa the truth, Fm supposed to be lookii^ altera 
company too, and precious busy about it. Mum's the woid; 
d'ye see?" 

Really this plunge into a new sort of life was quite ddi^- 
fuL Wlien he went down to breakfast next mornings he was 
channed with the order and cleanliness of evei3rthiiig aiooDd 
him ; the sunlight was shining in at the large windows ; to 
was a bright fire, in front of which he stood and read the paper 
until his cudets came. There was no croaking of an old Conusb 
housekeeper over her bills ; no necessity for seeing if the grocer 
had been correct in his addition. Then there was a sl^ 
difference between the cooking here and that which prevailed 
in Basset Cottage. 

In a comfortable frame of mind he leisurely walked downtc 
Cannon Street, and announced himself to his partners^ He sat 
for an hour or so in a snug little parlour, talking over their jdnt 
venture, and describing all that had been done. There wai 
indeed, every ground for hope; and he was pleased to hear Aem 
say that they were especially ob%ed to him for having goneoo! 
to verify the reports that had been sent home^ and foe his 
personal super\Tsion while there. They hoped he would dnf 
on the joint association for a certain sum which should r^iesal 
the value of that super\-ision. 

Now, if Mr. Roscorla had really been i>ossessed at to 
moment of the wealth to which he looked forward, he would no: 
have taken so much interest in it He would have said to 
himself — 

" AMiat is the life I am to lead, now that I have this money? 
Ha\-ing luncheon at the club ; walking in the Park in the after- 
noon ; dining widi a friend in the evening, and playing whist or 
billiards, with the cheerless return to a bachelor s chambers ai 
night ? Is that all that my money can give me ? *' 

But he had not the money. He looked forward to it • and 
it seemed to him thai it cantained all the possibilitks of 
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happiness. Then he would be free. No more stationary 
dragging out of existence in that Cornish cottage. He would 
move about ; he would enjoy life. He was still younger than 
those jovial old fellows who seemed to be happy enough. When 
he thought of Wenna Rosewame, it was with the notion that 
marriage very considerably hampers a man's freedom of action. 

If a man were married, could he have a choice of thirty 
dishes for luncheon ? Could he have the first edition of the 
evening papers brought him almost damp from the press? Then 
how pleasant it was to be able to smoke a cigar and to write one 
or two letters at the same time — ^in a large and well-ventilated 
room. Mr. Roscorla did not fail to draw on his partners for the 
sum they had mentioned ; he was not short of money, but he 
might as well gather the first few drops of the coming shower. 

He did not go up to walk in the Park, for he knew there 
would be almost nobody there at that time of the year ; but he 
walked up to Bond Street and bought a pair of dress-boots, 
after which he returned to the club, and played billiards with 
one of his companions of the previous evening, until it was 
time to dress for dinner. 

The party at the GeneraVs was a sufficiently small one; for 
you cannot ask any one to dinner at a few hours' notice, except 
it be a merry and marriageable widow who has been told that 
she will meet an elderly and marriageable bachelor. This 
complaisant lady was present ; and Mr. Roscorla found himself 
on his entrance being introduced to a good-looking, buxom 
dame, who had a healthy, merry, roseate face, very black eyes 
and hair, and a somewhat gorgeous dress. She was a trifle 
demure at first, but her amiable shyness soon wore off, and she 
was most kind to Mr. Roscorla. He, of course, had to take in 
Lady Weekes ; but Mrs. Seton-Willoughby sate opposite him, 
and, while keeping the whole table amused with an account of 
her adventures in Galway, appeared to address the narrative 
principally to the stranger. 
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" Oh, my dear Lady Weekes," she said, "I was so glad to 
get back to Brighton ! I thought I should have forgotten my 
own language, and taken to war-paint and feathers, if I had 
remained much longer. And Brighton is so delightful just not 
— just comfortably filled, without the November crush having 
set in. Now, couldn't you persuade the General to take you 
down for a few da}'s ? I am going down on Friday ; and yofl 
know how dreadful it is for a poor lone woman to be in an 
hotel, especially with a maid who spends all her time in flirtiiig 
with the first-floor waiters. Now, won't you, dear? I assure 

you the Hotel is most charming — such fireedom, and the 

pleasant parties they make up in the drawing-room ; I believe 
they have a ball two or three nights a week just now " 

" I should have thought you would have foimd the — 
rather quieter," said Mr. Roscorla, naming a good old-fashioned 
house. 

"Rather quieter?" said the widow, raising her eyebrofs 
"Yes, a good deal quieter! About as quiet as a dissenting 
chapeL No, no ; if one means to have a littie pleasure, why 
go to such a place as that ? Now, will you come and prove dK 
truth of what I have told you ? " 

Mr. Roscorla looked alarmed ; and even the solemn Lady 
Weekes had to conceal a smile. 

" Of course I mean you to persuade our friends here U 
come too," the widow explained- " \Miat a delightful frolic it 
would be — ^for a few days, you know, to break away tea 
London ! Now, my dear, what do you say ? ^ 

She turned to her hostess. That small and sombre pereon 
referred her to the General. Tlie General, on being appealed 
to, said he thought it would be a capital joke ; and would Mn 
Roscorla go with them ? Mr. Roscorla, not seeing whv he 
should not have a little frolic of this sort just like any one else; 
said he would. So they agreed to meet at Victoria Station on 
the following ¥i\day. 



NEW AMBITIONS. 397 

*' Struck, eh ? " said the old General, when the two gentle- 
men were alone after dinner. " Has she wounded you, eh ? 
Gad, sir, that woman has ;^8ooo a year in the India Four per 
Cents. Would you believe it ? Would you believe that any 
man could have been such a fool as to put such a fortune into 
India Four per Cents ? — with mortgages going a-begging at five, 
and the marine insurance companies paying thirteen ! WeU, 
my boy, what do you think of her? She was most uncommonly 
attentive to you, that I'll swear — don't deny it — now, don't 
deny it Bless my soul, you marrying men are so sly there's 
no getting at you. Well, what was I saying ? Yes, yes — ^will 
she do ? ;^8ooo a year, as I'm a living sinner." 

Mr. Roscorla was intensely flattered to have it even supposed 
that the refusal of such a fortune was within his power. 

"Well," said he, modestly and yet critically, "she's not 
quite my style. I'm rather afraid of three-deckers. But she 
seems a very good-natured sort of woman." 

" Good-natured ! Is that all you say ? I can tell you, ia 
my time, men were nothing so particular when there was 
;^8ooo a year going a-begging." 

" Well, well," said Mr. Roscorla, with a smile. " It is a 
/ery good joke. When she marries, she'll marry a younger 
man than I am " 

" Don't you be mistaken — don't you be mistaken ! " the old 
General cried. " You've made an impression — I'll swear you 
have 3 and I told her ladyship you would" 

"And what did Lady Weekes say ? " 

" Gad, sir, she said it would be a deuced good thing for 
both of you." 

" She is very kind," said Mr. Roscorla, pleased at the notion 
of having such a prize within reach, and yet not pleased that 
Lady Weekes should have fancied this the sort of woman he 
would care to marry. 

They went to Brighton, and a very pleasant time of it than 
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had at the big, noisy hotel The weather was delightfiiL Mrs 
Seton-Willoughby was excessively fond of riding ; forenoon and 
afternoon they had their excursions, with the pleasant little 
dinner of the evening to follow. Was not this a charmed land 
into which the former hermit of Basset Cottage was strayii^? 
Of course, he never dreamed for a moment of manyiiig Ais 
widow ; that was out of the questioiL She was just a little too 
demonstrative — ^very clever and amusing for half-an-hour or so^ 
but too gigantic a blessing to be taken through life. It was the 
mere possibility of marrying her, however, which attracted Ml 
Roscorla. He honestly believed, judging by her kindness to 
him, that, if he seriously tried, he could get her to many him; 
in other words, that he might become possessed, of ;^8ooo a 
year. This money, so to speak, was within his reach ; and it 
was only now that he was beginning to see that money could 
purchase many pleasures even for the middle-aged. He made 
a great mistake in imagining, down in Cornwall, that he had 
lived his life; and that he had but to look forward to mild 
enjo)rments, a peaceful wandering onwards to the grave, and 
the continual study of economy in domestic afiairs. He vas 
only now beginning to live. 

"And when are you coming back?" said the widow to 
him, one evening, when they were all talking of his leaving 
England. 

" That I don't know," he said. 

" Of course," she said, " you don't mean to remain in the 
West Indies. I suppose lots of people have to go there for 
some object or other, but they always come back when it is 
attained." 

" They come back to attain some other object here " said 
Mr. Roscorla. 

"Then we'll soon find you that,** the General burst in. 
" No man lives out of England who can help it. Don't yw 
find in this comitry exiovi^ xo ^ata^ ^^>i? *• 
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"Indeed I do," Mr. Roscorla said,. "especially within the 
last few days. I have enjoyed myself enormously. I shall 
always have a friendly recollection of Brighton." 

" Aie you going down to Cornwall before you leave?" Sir 
Percy asked. 

" No," said he, slowly. 

" That isn't quite so cheerful as Brighton, eh ? " 

" Not quite.'' 

He kept his word. He did not go back to Cornwall before 
leaving England, nor did he send a single line or message to 
any one there. It was with something of a proud indifference 
that he set sail, and also with some notion that he was being 
amply revenged. For the rest, he hated " scenes ; " and he 
had encountered quite enough of these during his brief visit to 
Eglosilyan. 
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CHAPTER XL. 



AN OLD LADVS APOLOGY. 

When Wenna heard that Mr. Roscorla had left England with- 
out even bidding her good-bye by letter, she accepted the 
rebuke with submission, and kept her own counseL She went 
about her daily duties with an unceasing industry ; Mrs. Tr^oo 
was astonished to see how she seemed to find time for eveiy- 
thing. The winter was coming on, and the Sewing Club was 
in full actiWt}' ; but even apart fi-om the afiairs of that enter- 
prise, Wenna Rosewame seemed to be everywhere throogboot 
the \-illage, to know everything, to be doings everything that 
prudent help and friendly counsel could do. !Mrs. Trelvt)n 
grew to love the girl — ^in her \-ague, wondering, simple feshion. 

So the days, and the weeks, and the months went by - and 
the course of life ran smoothly and quietly in the remote Cor- 
nish \-illage. Apparently there was nothing to indicate the 
presence of bitter regrets, of crushed hopes, of patient despair, 
only Mab}!! used to watch her sister at tim^^ ^xrndi she ^ded 
that Wenna's face was growing thinner. 

The Christmas festiAities came on, and Mrs. Trelyon was 
pleased to lend her protegee a helping hand in decorating ti>e 
church. One evening she said — 

"My dear Miss Wenna, I am going to ask you an imperti. 
nent question. Could }*our family spare you on Ch risft*^ 
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evening ? Harry is coming down from London ; I am iure he 
would be so pleased to see you." 

" Oh, thank you, Mrs. Trelyon," Wenna said, with just a 
little nervousness. " You are very kind, but indeed I must be 
at home on Christmas evening." 

" Perhaps some other evening while he is here you will be 
able to come up," said Mrs. Trelyon, in her gentle way. " You 
know you ought to come and see how your pupil is getting oir 
He writes me such nice letters now ; and I fancy he is working 
very hard at his studies, though he says nothing about it" 

"I am very glad to hear that," Wenna said, in a low 
voice. 

Trelyon did come to the Hall for a few days, but he kept 
away from the village, and was seen by no one of the Rose- 
wame's. But on the Christmas morning, Mabyn Rosewame, 
being early about, was told that Mrs. Trelyon's groom wished 
to see her ; and going down, she found the man, with a basket 
before him. 

" Please, miss, Mr. Trelyon's compliments, and would you 
take the flowers out of the cotton wool, and give them to Miss 
Rosewarne ? " 

" Oh, won't I ! " said Mabyn, opening the basket at once, 
and carefully getting out a bouquet of camellias, snowdrops, 
and sweet violets. " Just you wait a minute, Jakes, for Tve got 
a Christmas-box for you." 

Mabyn went upstairs as rapidly as was consistent with the 
safety of the flowers, and burst into her sistef s room. 

" Oh, Wenna, look at this I Do you know who sent 
them ? Did you ever see anything so lovely? " 

For a second the girl seemed almost frightened ; then her 
eyes grew troubled and moist, and she turned her head away. 
Mabyn put them gently down, and left the room without a 
word. 

2 D 
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The Christmas and the new year passed without any mes- 
sage from ^Ir. Roscorla; and Mabyn, though she rebelled 
against the bondage in which her sister was placed, was g^ 
that she was not disturbed by angry letters. About the middk 
of Januai}', however, a brief note arrived from Jamaica. 

I cannot let such a time go by," Mr. Roscorla wrote, 
whatever may be our relations, without sending you a friend^ 
word, I do hope the new year will bring you health and 
happiness, and that we shall in time forget the angry maimer m 
which we parted, and all the circumstances leading to it" 

She wrote as brief a note in reply, at the end of whidi she 
hoped he would forgive her for any pain he had suffered throagk 
her. Mabyn ii-as rejoiced to find that the correspondence- 
whether it was or was not meant on his part to be an offer of 
reconciliation — stopped there. 

And again the slow days went by, until the world bq;an to 
stir with the new spring-time — ^the saddest time of the year to 
those who live much in the past Wenna was out and about a 
great deal, being continually busy; but she no longer took 
those long walks by herself in which she used to chat to tlic 
butterflies, and the young lambs, and the sea-gulls. The ftci 
western breezes no longer caused her spirits to flow over in 
careless gaiety ; she saw the new flowers springing out of Ac 
earth, but it was of another spring-time she was thinking. 

One day, later on in the year, Mrs. Trelyon sent down thf 
wagonette for her, with the request that she would come up 
to the Hall for a few minutes. Wenna obeyed the summoDS. 
imagining that some business connected with the Sewing Qub 
claimed her attention. AMien she arrived, she found Mis 
Trelyon unable to express the gladness and gratitude that 
filled her heart ; for before her were certain London news- 
I)apers, and behold ! Harry Trelyon's name was recorded there 
in certain lists as having scored a sufficient niunber of marks in 
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the examination to entitle him to a first commission. It was 
no concern of hers that his name was pretty far down in the list 
— enough that he had succeeded somehow. And who was the 
worker of this miracle — ^who but the shy, sad-eyed girl standing 
beside her, whose face wore now a happier expression than it 
had worn for many a day ? 

" And this is what he says," the proud mother continued, 
showing Wenna a letter. " * It isn't much to boast of, for in- 
deed you'll see by the numbers that it was rather a narrow 
squeak ; anyhow, I pulled through. My old tutor is rather a 
speculative fellow, and he offered to bet me fifty pounds his 
coaching would carry me through, which I took: so I shall 
have to pay him that besides his fees. I must say he has earned 
both ; I don't think a more ignorant person than myself ever 
went to a man to get crammed. I send you two newspapers ; 
you might drop one at the inn for Miss Rosewame any time 
you are passing ; or if you could see her and tell her, perhaps 
that would be better.' " 

Wenna was about as pleased and proud as Mrs. Trelyon 
was. 

" I knew he could do it if he tried,'' she said, quietly. 

" And then," the mother went on to say, " when he has 
once joined, there will be no money wanting to help him to 
his promotion; and when he comes back to settle down 
here, he will have some recognised rank and profession such as 
a' man ought to have. Not that he will remain in the army — for, 
of course, I should not like to part with him ; and he might be 
sent to Africa, or Canada, or the West Indies. You know," 
she added with a smile, " that it is not pleasant to have any 
one you care for in the West Indies." 

When Wenna got home again, she told Mabyn. Strange to 
say, Mabyn did not clap her hands for joy, as might have been 
expected. 
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" Wenna," ssdd she, " what made him go into the aimy? 
Was it to show you that he could pass an examination ? or nas 
it because he means to leave England ? " 

" I don't know," said Wenna, looking down. " I hope he 
does not mean to leave England." That was all she said 

Hanry Trelyon was, however, about to leave Eng^ 
though not because he had been gazetted to a colonial r^ 
ment He came down to inform his mother that, on tbc 
fifteenth of the month, he would sail for Jamaica ; and then and 
there, for the first time, he told her the whole story of his kw 
for Weima Rosewame, of his determination to free her soiw- 
how fix>m the bonds that bound her, and, ^tiling tha^ of tfae 
revenge he meant to take. Mrs. Trelj^on was amazed, angij, 
and beseeching in turns. 

At one moment she protested that it was madness of hersoe 
to think of marrying Wenna Rosewame ; at another, she would 
admit all that he said in praise of her, and would only iiqto 
him not to leave England ; or again she would hint diat ^ 
would almost herself go down to Wenna and b^ her to manr 
him if only he gave up this wild intention of his. He had 
never seen his mother so agitated \ but he reasoned gently wiih 
her, and remained firm to his puri)ose. Was there halffi 
much danger in taking a fortnight's trip in a mail-steamaasB 
going from Southampton to Malta in a yach^ which he hid 
twice done with her consent ? 

"\Miy, if I had been ordered to join a raiment in Chini 
you might have some reason to complain," he said. "Audi 
shall be as anxious as you, mother, to get back again, ^ I 
mean to get up my drill thoroughly as soon as I am attadied. 
I have plent)- of wori^ before me." 

" You re not looking well, Hany,** said flie mother. 

" Of course not," said he, cheerfiilly. *« You d<Hi*t old 
one of those geese at Strasburg looking speciaUv Hvdr wiiei 



AN OLD LADY'S APOLOGY. 405' 

< 

they tie it by the leg and cram it — ^and that* s what IVe been 
going through of late. But what better ciure can there be than 
a sea-voyage ? " 

And so it came about that, on a pleasant evening in 
October, Mr. Roscorla received a visit He saw the young 
man come riding up the acacia path, and he instantaneously 
guessed his mission. His own resolve was taken as quickly. 

"Bless my soul, is it you, Trelyon?" he cried, with 
apparent delight. " You mayn't believe it, but I am really glad 
to see you. I have been going to write to you for many a 
day back. I'll send somebody for your horse ; come into the 
house." 

The young man, having fastened up the bridle, followed 
his host. There was a calm and business-like rather than a 
holiday look on his face. 

"And what were you going to write to me about?" he 
asked. 

"Oh, you know," said Roscorla, good-naturedly. "You 
see, a man takes very different views of life when he knocks 
about a bit. For my part, I am more interested in my business 
now than in anything else of a more tender character ; and I 
may say that I hope to pay you back a part of the money you 
lent me as soon as our accounts for this year are made up. 
Well, about that other point — I don't see how I could well 
return to England, to live permanently there, for a year or two 
at the soonest; and — and, in fact — I have often wondered, 
now, whether it wouldn't be better if I asked Miss Rosewame 
to consider herself finally free from that — from that engage- 
ment " 

" Yes, I think it would be a great deal better,*' said Trelyon, 
coldly. " And perhaps you would kindly put your resolve into 
writing. I shall take it back to Miss Rosewame. Will you 
kindly do so now ? " 
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"WTiy 1" said Roscorla, rather sharply, "you dorft tab 
my proposal in a very friendly way. I imagine I am doiiig 
you a good turn too. It is not every man would do so in of 
position ; for, after all, she treated me very badly. Howevc; 
we needn't go into that I will write her a letter if you like- 
now, indeed, if you like ; and won't you stop a day or two hse 
before going back to Kingston ? '* 

Mr. Trelyon intimated that he would like to have the letter 
at once, and that he would consider the invitation afterwards 
Roscorla, with a good-humoured shrug, sate down and wrote i 
and then handed it to Trelyon, open. As he did so, he noticel 
that the yoimg man was coolly abstracting the cartridge frooi 
small breech-loading pistol he held in his hand. He put ^ 
cartridge in his waistcoat pocket and the pistol in his coat- 
pocket 

" Did you think we were savages out here, that you cane 
armed ? " said Roscorla, rather pale, but smiling. 

" I didn't know," said Trelyon. 

One morning there was a marriage in EglosQ3ran, up dtft 
at the small chiurch on the bleak downs, overlooking the wk 
sea. The spring-time had come round again; there was* 
May-like mildness in the air ; the skies overhead were as Uk 
as the great plain of the sea ; and all the beautiful green wodi! 
was throbbing with the upspringing life of the flowers. It iras 
just like any other wedding, but for one little incident. Whefl 
the bride came out into the bewildering glare of the sun, she 
vaguely knew that the path through the churchyard was lined 
on both sides with children. Now she was rather well knofB 
to the children about, and they had come in a great number; 
and when she passed down between them, it appeared that tbc 
little folks had brought \'ast heaps of primroses and violets ia 
their aprons and in tiny baskets, and they strewed her paA 
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I, with these flowers of the new spring. Well, she burst into 
- tears at this ; and hastily leaving her husband's arm for a 
g^ moment, she caught up one of the least of the children — z, 
^ small, golden-haired girl of four — ^and kissed her. Then she 
^. turned to her husband again, and was glad that he led her 
^ down to the gate, for her eyes were so blinded with tears that 
she could not see her way. 

Nor did anything very remarkable occur at the wedding- 
breakfast. But there was a 'garrulous old lady there, with 
bright, pink cheeks and silvery hair \ and she did not cease to 
prattle to the clergyman who had officiated in the church, and 
who was seated next her. 

" Indeed, Mr. Trewhella," she said confidentially, " I always 
said this is what would come of it. Never any one of those 
Trelyons set his heart on a girl but he got her ; and what was 
the use of friends or relatives fighting against it ? Nay, I don't 
think there's any cause of complaint — not I ! She's a modest, 
nice, ladylike girl — she is indeed — although she isn't so hand- 
some as her sister. Dear, dear me, look at that girl now! 
Won't she be a prize for some man ! I declare I haven't seen 
so handsome a girl for many a day. And as I tell you, Mr. 
Trewhella, it's no use trying to prevent it ; if one of the Trelyons 
falls in love with a girl, the girl's done for — she may as well 

give in " 

" If I may say so," observed the old clergyman, with a sly 
gallantry, " you do not give the gentlemen of your family credit 
for the most remarkable feature of their marriage connections. 
They seem to have always had a very good idea of making an 
excellent choice." 

The old lady was vastly pleased. 

" Ah, well," she said, with a shrewd smile, " there were two 
or three who thought George Trelyon — that was this young 
man's grandfather, you know — ^lucky enough, if one might 
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judge by the noise they made. Dear, dear, what a to-do there 
was when we ran away ! Why, don't you know, Mr. Trewhella, 
that I ran away from a ball with him — and drove to Gretna 
Green with my ball-dress on, as I'm a living woman ! Such a 
ride it was ! — ^why, when we got up to Carlisle — 
But that story has been told before. 
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THE END. 
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Autobiography of Sir G. Gilbert Scott, R,A,, F,S^., dfc. 
Edited by his Son, G. Gilbert Scott. With an Intnxlaction by the 
Dean of Chichester, and a Funeral Sermon, preached in West- 
minster Abbey, by the Dean of Westminster. Also, Portrait on 
steel from the portrait of the Author by G. Richmond, R. A, i vol, 
demy Svo, cloth extra, iSs. 



THE BAYARD SERIES, 

Edited by the late J. Hain Friswell. 
Comprising Pleasure Books of Literature produced in the Choicest Style as 
Companionable Volumes at Home and Abroad. 

"We can hardly imagine better books for boys to read or for men to ponder 
over." — Times, ^^ 

Price 2*. 6d. each Volume, complete in itself^ flexibli cloth extra^ Hit edtes 



with silk Headbands and Registers. 
The Story of the Chevalier Bayard. 

By M. De Berville. 
D» JoinvUle's St Louis, King of 

France. 



The Essays of Abraham Cowley^ ia- 
eluding all his Prose Works. 

Abdallah; or. The Four Leaves. 
By Edouard Labgullayew 
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The Bayard Series (continued) :• 

Table-Talk and Opinions of Na- 
poleon Buonaparte. 

Vathek : An Oriental Romance. 
By William Beckford. 

The King and the Commons. A 
Selection of Cavalier and Puritan 
Songs. Edited by Professor 
Morley. 

Words of Wellington : Maxims and 
Opinions of the Great Duke. 

Dr. Johnson's Rasselas, Prince of 
Abyssinia. With Notes. 

Hazlitt»s Round Table. With Bio- 
graphical Introduction. 

The Religio Medici, Hydriotaphia, 
and the Letter to a Friend. By 
Sir Thomas Browne, Knt, 

Ballad Poetry of the Affections. By 
Robert Buchanan. 

Coleridge's Christabel, and other 

A Case containing la Veluntts, ^rice 31s, 



Imaginative Poems. With Pre&ce 
by Algernon C. Swinburne. 

Lord Chesterfield's Letten, Sei>- 
tences, and Maxims. Witli In- 
troduction by the £ditc»r, and 
Essay on Chesterfield by M. de 
Ste.-Beuve, of the French Aca- 
demy. 

Essays in Mosaic. By Thos. Ballan- 
tyne. 

My Uncle Toby ; his Story ai|<l his 
Friends. Edited by P. Fitz- 
gerald. 

Reflections; or, Moral Sentt^Msand- 
Maxims of the Duke de )• fcoehe- 
foucald. 

Socrates : Memoirs for Eas^ish 
Readers from Xenophon's Memo- 
rabilia. By Edw. Levien. 

Prince Albert's Golden Precejits. 

6d, ; or the Case se^rately,prke 3^. M, 



Beauty and the Beast, An Old Tale retold, with Pictures by 

E. V. B. 4to, cloth extra. 10 Illustrations in Colours. 12s, 6d, 

BegunCs Fortune (The): A New Stoty, By Jules Verne. 
Translated by W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 7^. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5j. 

Ben Bur: A Tale of the Christ. By L. Wallace. Crown 

8vo, 6j. 
Beumers* German Copybooks, In six gradations at 4//. each. 

Biart (Lucien). See "Adventures of a Young Naturalist," 

"My Rambles in the New World," **The Two Friends," " Invdun- 
tary Voyage." 
BickerstetKs Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer 
may be had in various styles and bindings from id, to 2IJ. Price 
List and Prospectus will be forwarded on application, 

Bickersteth (Rev. E, H,y M,A,) The Reef and other Parables, 
I vol., square 8vo, with numerous very beautiful Engravings, 2s, 6d, 

The Clergyman in his Home, Small post 8vo, is. 

The Master's Home- Call ; or, Brief Memoriak of 

Alice Frances Bickersteth. 20th Thousand. 32mo, cloth gilt, is. 

The Master's Will, A Funeral Sermon preaehed 



on the Death of Mrs. S. Gumey Buxton. Sewn, 6d. ; cloth gilt, is, 

A 2 
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Bickersteth {Rev. E. IT,, M.A,) The Shadow of the Rock. A 

Selection of Religious Poetry. i8mo, cloth extra, 2J. 6</. 
The Shadowed Home and the Light Beyond. 7th 

Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5j. 

Biographies of the Great Artists {Illustrated). Each of the 
following Volumes is illustrated with from twelve to twenty full-page 
Engravings, printed in the best manner, and bound in ornamental 
cloth cover, 31*. 6d, Library Edition, bound in a superior style, 
and handsomely ornamented, with gilt top ; six Volumes, encl(^ 
in a cloth case, with lid, ^i lis, 6d. each case. 

Hosrarth. ' Fra Bartolommeo. Sir David Wilkie. 

Turner. Giotto. Van Sydc 

Bubens. Baphael. Figrure Painters of 

Holbein. Van Dyck and Hals. Holland. 

Tintoretto. Titian. Kichel Anfirelo. 

liittle Masters of Bembrandt. Delarodieand Vemet 

Germany. Ijeonardo da Vinci. Ijandseer. 

Fra An^elico and Gainsborouffb and Beynolds. 
SCasaccio. Constable. 

" Few things in the vrny of small books upon great subjects, avowedly dieapaod 
necessarily brief, have been hitherto so well done as these biographies of the Great 
Masters in painting.**— 7'i>«^,r. 
" A deserving series." — Edinburgh Review. 
** Most thoroughly and tastefully e6xXit&."— Spectator, 

Black ( Wm,) Three Feathers, Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Ijidy Silverdal^s Sweetheart^ and other Stories, i voL, 

small post Svo, dr. 

KUmeny : a Novel. Small post Svo, doth, 6s. 

In Silk Attire. 3rd Edition, small post Svo, 6s. 



— A Daughter of Heth. nth Edition, small post Svo, 6j. 
Sunfise, 15 Monthly Parts, is. each. 



Blackmore {R. Z>.) Loma Doone, loth Edition, cr. Svo, 6s. 

Alice Lorraine. 1 vol., small post Svo, 6th Edition, 65. 

Clara Vaughan. Revised Edition, 6s. 

Cradock Nowell. New Edition, 6s. 

Cripps the Carrier. 3rd Edition, small post Svo, 6s. 

Mary Anerley. New Edition, 6s. 

Erema ; or, My Father's Sin. With 1 2 Illustrations, 

small post Svo, 6s. 

Blossoms from the Kin^s Garden : Sermons for Children. By 
the Rev. C. Bosanquet. 2nd Edition, small post Svo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Blue Banner (The); or, The Adventures of a Mussulman a 
Christian, and a Pagan, in the time of the Crusades and Mon^l 
Conquest Translated from the French of Leon Cahun. Wth 
Seventy-six Wood Engravings. Imperial i6mo, cloth, gilt edfcs, 
7^, dd, ; plainer binding, Jj. ^^ 



List of Publications, 



Boy's Froissart {The), js. 6d. See " Froissart" 

Bo/s Xing Arthur {The). With very fine Illustrations. 
Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7j. (xi. Edited by Sidney 
Lanier, Editor of" The Boy's Froissart.*' 

Brazil: the Amazons^ and the Coast, By Herbert H. Smith. 
With 115 Full-page and other Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 650 pp., 2ij. 

Brazil and the Brazilians, By J. C. Fletcher and D. P. 
Kidder. 9th Edition, Illustrated, 8vo, 2IJ. 

Breton Folk : An Artistic Tour in Brittany, By Henry 
* Blackburn, Author of ** Artists and Arabs," •* Normandy Pictu- 
resque," &c. With 171 Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott, 
Imperial Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2is, 

Bricks without Straw, By the Author of " A Fool's Errand." 
Crown Svo, with numerous Illustrations, *js, 6ii. 

British Goblins : Welsh Folk-Lore^ Fairy Mythology^ Legends^ 
and Traditions. By Wirt Sykes, United States Consul for Wales. 
With Illustrations by J. H. Thomas. This account of the Fairy 
Mythology and Folk-Lore of his Principality is, by permission, dedi- 
cated to H.R.H. the Prince of Wales. Second Edition. Svo, iSj. 

Buckle {Henry Tliomas) The Life and Writings of. By Alfred 
Henry Huth. With Portrait. 2 vols., demy Svo. 

Bumaby {Capt.) See " On Horseback." 

Bumham Beeches {Heath, F, G,). With numerous Illustrations 

and a Map. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt edges, 3.r. 6d. Second Edition. 

Butler { W, F,) The Great Lone Land; an Account of the Red 
River Expedition, 1S69-70. With Illustrations and Map. Fifth and 
Cheaper Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, 7j. 6d, 

The Wild North Land; the Story of a Winter Journey 

with Dogs across Northern North America. Demy Svo, cloth, with 
numerous Woodcuts and a Map, 4th Edition, iSx. Cr. Svo, *js, 6d, 

Akim-foo : the History of a Failure. Demy Svo, cloth, 



2nd Edition, i6j. Also, in crown Svo, 7^. 6d, 

CADOGAN {Lady A,) Illustrated Games of Patience, 
Twenty- four Diagrams in Colours, with Descriptive Text. Foolscap 
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 3rd Edition, \2s, 6d, 

Caldecott (/?.). See " Breton Folk." 

Celebrated Travels and Travellers. See Verne. 

Changed Cross {The\ and other Religious Poems. i6mo, 2s, 6d. 

Child of the Cavern {The) ; or, Strange Doings Underground. 
By Jules Verne. Translated by W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous 
Jljustrations. Sq. cr. Svo, gilt edges, 7^. 6d, ; cl., plain edges, 5^. 
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ChUd^s Play, with i6 Coloured Drawings by E. V. R Printed 

on thick paper, with tints, *js, 6d. 

■ JVew, By E. V. B. Similar to the above. &e New. 

A New and Cheap Edition of the two above, con- 
taining 48 Illustrations by £. V. B., printed in tint, handsomely 
bound, 35". 6d. 

Children* s Lives and How to Preserve Them ; or^ The Nursery 
Handbook. By W. Lomas, M.D. Crown 8vo, doth, 5j. 

Choice Editions of Choice Books, 2s, 6d, each, Illustrated by 
C. W. Cope, R.A., T. Creswick, R.A., E. Duncan, Birket 
Foster, J. C. Horsley, A.R.A., G. Hicks, R. Redgrave, R.A., 
C. Stonehouse, F. Tayler, G. Thomas, H. J. Townshknt, 
E. H. Wehnert, Harrison Weir, &c 



Bloomfield's Farmer's Boy. 
Campbell's Pleasures of Hope. 
Coleridge's Ancient Mariner. 
Goldsmith's Deserted Village. 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 
Gray's Elegy in a Churchyard. 
Keat's Eve of St. Agnes. 



Milton's L'All^^ro. 
Poetry of Nature. Harrison Weir. 
Rogers' (Sam.) Pleasures of Memory. 
Shakespeare's Songs and Sonnets. 
Tennyson's May Queen. 
Elizabethan Poets. 
Wordsworth's Pastoral Poems. 
" Such works are a glorious beatification for a poet." — Aike Mmum . 

Christ in Song. By Dr. Philip Schaff. A New Edition, 

Revised, cloth, gilt edges, 6s, 

Cobbett { William) . A Biography. By Edward Smith. 2 

vols., crown 8vo, 25J. 
Confessions of a Frivolous Girl (The) : A Novel of PashionahU 
Life. Edited by Robert Grant. Crown 8vo, dr. 

Cradle-Land of Arts and Creeds ; or^ Nothing New under the 
Sun. By Charles J. Stone, Barrister-at-law, and late Advocate, 
High Courts, Bombay. 8vo, pp. 420, cloth, 14J. 

Cripps the Carrier, 3rd Ekiition, 6x. See Blackmore. 

Cruise of H,M,S, " Challenger'' (The), By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

With Route Map and many Illustrations. 6th Edition, demy Svo, dotb, 
i8j. Cheap Edition, crown 8vo, some of the Illustrations, *js, 6d. 

Curious Adventures of a Field Cricket, By Dr. Ernest 
Candeze. Translated by N. D'Anvers. With numerons fine 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt, 'js, 6d, ; plain binding and edges, 51. 

T\ANA (jR. If.) Two Years before the Mast and Twenty-Four 
■^-^ years After. Revised Edition, with Notes, i2mo, df. 
Daughter (A) of Heth. By W. Black. Crown 8vo, 6^. 
Day of My Life {A) ; or^ Every Day Experiences at Eton, 
By an ETON BoY, Author of "About Some Fellows.*' i6mo, doth 
extra, 2/. 6d^ 6th Thousand. 
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Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Dick Cheveley : his Fortunes and Misfortunes, By W. H. G. 
Kingston. 350 pp., square i6mo, and 22 full-page Illustrations. 
Cloth, gilt edges, 7^*. dd. \ plainer binding, plain edges, 5J-. 

Dick Samlsy the Boy Captain. By Jules Verne. With 

nearly 100 Illustrations, cloth, gilt, los. 6d. ; plain binding and plain 
edges, 5x. 

Dictionary {General) of Archceology and Antiquities. From 
the French of E. Bosc. Crown 8vo, with nearly 200 Illustrations, 
los. 6(f, 

Dodge (Mrs. M.) Hans Brinker; or^ the Silver Skates. An 
entirely New Edition, with 59 Full-page and other Woodcuts. 
Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5j. ; Text only, paper, \s. 

Dogs of Assize, A Legal Sketch-fiook in Black and White. 
Containing (SDrawings by Walter J. Allen. Folio, in wrapper, dr. %d, 

PIGHT Cousins. See Alcott. 

Eighteenth Century Studies. Essays by F. Hitchman. 

Demy 8vo, \%s. 
Elementary Education in Saxony, By J. L. Bashforp, M.A , 
iTrin. Coll., Camb. For Masters and Mbtresses of Elementary 
Schools. Sewn, is, 

Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Embroidery {Handbook of). By L. Higgin. Edited by Lady 
Marian Alford, and published by authority of the Royal School of 
Art Needlework. With 16 page Illustrations, Designs for Borders, 
&c. Crown Svo, 5^. 

English Philosophers. Edited by Iwan Muller, M.A., New 

College, Oxon. A Series of Volumes containing short biographies 
of the most celebrated English Philosophers, to each of whom is 
assigned a separate volume, giving; as comprehensive and detailed a 
statement of nis views and contnbutipns to Philosophy as possible, 
explanatory rather than critical, opening with a brief biographical 
sketch, ana concluding with a short general summary, and a biblio- 
graphical appendix. The Volumes wul be issued at brief intervals, in 
square i6mo, y, 6d,, containing about 200 pp. each. 

The following are in the press .*-*- , 

Bacon. Professor Fowler, Professor of Logic in Oxford. 
Berkeley. Professor T. H. Green, Professor of Moral Philosophy, 

Oxford. 
Hamilton. Professor MonKj Professor of Moral PMlosophy; Dublin. 

\Ready. 
J. S. Mill. Helen Taylor, Editor of " The WoAs of Buckle,'' &c. 
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English Philosophers {continued) : — 

Mansel. Rev. J. H. Huckin, D.D., Head Master of Repton. 
Adam Smitli. J. A. Farrer, M.A., Author of "Primitive 

Manners and Customs." \_Ready. 

Hobbes. A. H. Cosset, B.A., Fellow of New College, Oxford. 
Bentham. G. £. Buckle, M. A., Fellow of All Souls', Oxford. 
Austin. Harry Johnson, B.A., late Scholar of Queen's CoU^ 

Oxford. 
Hartley. \ £. S. BowEN, B.A., late Scholar of New College, 
James Mm.j Oxford. [Ready. 

^I^*^-} Professor FOWLER. 
Arrangements are in Egress for volumes on Locks, Hums, Palky, Rbio, 6^. 

Episodes of French History, Edited, with Notes, Genealogical, 
Historical, and other Tables, by Gustave Masson, B. A. 

1. Charlemagne and the Oarlovinfiriaxis. 

2. Louis XI. and the Crusades. 

3. Francis I. and Charles V. 

4. Francis I. and the Benaissanoe. 

The above Series is based upon M. Guizot's ** History of France." 
Each volume is choicely Illustrated, with Maps, 2s, 6d, 

Erema ; or^ My Father's Sin, See Blackmore. 

Etcher {The), Containing 36 Examples of the Original 
Etched-work of Celebrated Artists, amongst others : Birket Foster, 
J. E. Hodgson, R.A., Colin Hunter, J. P. Heseltink, Robert 
W. Macbeth, R. S. Chattock, H. R. Robertson, &c., &c. 
Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. \zs, 6d, 

Eton, See " Day of my Life/' " Out of School," « About Some 
Fellows." 

Evans (C) Over tJie Hills and Far Away, By C. Evans. 

One Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, lOf. 6^/. 



A Strange Friendship, Crown 8vo, cloth, 5^. 



Eve of Saint Agnes {The), By John Keats. Illustrated with 

Nineteen Etchings by Charles O. Murray. Folio, cloth extra, 2IJ. 
An Edition de Luxe on large paper, containing proof impressions, has 
« been printed, and specially bound, 3/. 3^. 

TJ^ARM Ballads. By Will Carleton. Boards, ij. ; cloth, 

•^ gilt edges, is, 6d, 

Fern Paradise {The) : A Plea for the Culture of Ferns, By 
F. G. Heath. New Edition, entirely Re^Titten, Illustrated with 
Eighteen full-page, numerous other Woodcuts, including 8 Plates of 
Ferns and Four Photographs, large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, \zs,(xL 
Sixth Edition. In 12 Parts, sewn, u, each. 
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Fern World {The), By F. G. Heath. Illustrated by Twelve 

Coloured Plates, giving complete Figures (Sixty-four in all) of every 
Species of British Fern, printed from Nature; by several full-page 
Engravings. Cloth, gilt, 6th Edition, I2j. 6df. 

" Mr. Heath has really eiven us p^ood, well- written descriptions of our native 
Ferns, with indications of their habitats, the conditions under which they grow 
naturally, and under which they may be cultivated." — Athenaum, 

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills, Enlarged Edition, \s. 

First Steps in Conversational French Grammar. By F. Julien. 
Being an Introduction to "Petites Le9ons de Conversation et de 
Grammaire," by the same Author. Fcap. 8vo, 128 pp., is. 

Flooding of the Sahara {The), See Mackenzie. 

Food for the People ; or. Lentils and other Vegetable Cookery, 
By E. E. Orlebar. Third Thousand. Small post 8vo, boards, u, 

FooTs Errand {A). By One of the Fools. Author of Bricks 
without Straw. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous IllustrationSy 
8j. dd. 

Footsteps of the Master, See Stowe (Mrs. Beecher). 

Forbidden Land {A) : Voyages to the Corea, By G. Oppert. 
Numerous Illustrations and Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 2\5, 

Four Lectures on Electric Induction, Delivered at the Royal 
Institution, 1878-9. By J. E. H. Gordon, B.A. Cantab. With 
numerous Illustrations. Cloth limp, square i6mo, 3^. 

Foreign Countries and the British Colonies, Edited by F. S. 
Pulling, M.A., Lecturer at Queen's College, Oxford, ^nd formerly 
Professor at the Yorkshire College, Leeds. A Series of small Volumes 
descriptive of the principal Countries of the World by well-known 
Authors, each Country being treated of by a Writer who from 
Personal Knowledge is qualified to speak with authority on the Subject. 
The Volumes average 180 crown 8vo pages each, contain 2 Maps 
and Illustrations, crown 8vo, y. 6d, 

The following is a List of the Volumes : — 
Denmark and Iceland. By E. C. Otte, Author of '' Scandinavian 

History," &c. 
Greece. By L. Sergeant, B.A., Knight of the Hellenic Order 

of the Saviour, Author of ** New Greece." 
Switzerland. By W. A. P. Coolidge, M.A., Fellow of 

Magdalen College, Editor of TAe Alpine Journal, 
Austria. By D. Kay, F.R.G.S. 
Bussia. By W. R. Morfill, M.A., Oriel College, Oxford, 

Lecturer on the Ilchester Foundation, &c. 
Persia. By Major-Gen. Sir F. J. Goldsmid, K.C.S.I., Author of 

** Telegraph and Travel," &c. 
Japan. By S. Mossman, Author of ** New Japan," &c. 
Peru. By Clements H. Markham, M.A., C.B. 
Canada. By W. Eraser Rae, Author of "Westward by 

Rail," &c. 
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Foreign Countries (continued): — 

Sweden and Norway. By the Rev. F. H. Woods, M.A., Fdlo^r 

of St John's College, Oxford. 
The West Indies. By C H. Edsn, F.R.G.S., Author of '* Frozen 

Asia,''&c 
New Zealand. 
France. By Miss M. Roberts, Author of <' The Atelier da Lys," 

"Mdlle.Mori,"&c. 
Brypt. By S. Lane Poole, B.A, Author of '< The Life of Edward 

Lane," &c 
SiMkin. By the Rev. Wbntworth Webster, M.A., Chapkun it 

St Jean de Luz. 
Tnrkey-in-Asia. By J. C McCoAN, M. P. 
Australia. By J. F. Vesby Fitzgerald, late Premier of New 

South Wales. 
Holland. By R. L. Poole. 

Franc (Maude Jeane). The following form one Series, small 
post Svo, in uniform doth bindings, with gilt edges r^ — 

Emilys Choice, 51. 

HcUVs Vineyard, 45. 

JohfCs Wife : a Story of Ufe in South Australia, 



'- Marian ; or^ the Light of Some Onds JBome. 55. 

— Silken Cords and Iron Fetters, 4f . 

— Vermont Vale, 55. 

— Minnies Mission, 45. 

— Little Mercy, ^s, 
Beatrice Melton*s Discipline, 4s, 



Froissart {The Boy's), Selected from the Chronicles of Eng- 
land, France, Spain, &c By Sidney Lanier. The Volume is 
fully Illustrated, and uniform with * * The Boy's King Arthur." Ctowb 
Svo, cloth, is, 6d, 

r^AMES of Patience, See Cadogan. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i, small 4to, 10s. 6^ 

THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price df . each ; or in calf extra, price lOr. 6d, ; Smaller Edition, cloth 

extra, 2s. 6d. 
A Reprint (with the exception of " Familiar Woi^ '* and " Other 
People's Windows^) has been issued in very neat limp <:loth bfaidii^ 
at zs. 6d, each. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of C^haiacter 
of Gentlemen and GentlewomeiL 2 1st Edition. 

" Desenres to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated in everr Imw*-'- 
Ckamhtrs* Jaumnh 
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The Gentle Life Series (continued) : — 

About in tJie World, Essays by Author of " The Gentle Life." 

" It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some handy idea." — Morn- 
ing Post. 

Like unto Christ, A New Translation of Thomas k Kempis' 

** De Imitatione Christ!. " 2nd Edition. 

" Could not be presented in a more exquisite form, for a more sightly volume was 
never seen." — Illustrated London News, 

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language. 4th and 
enlarged Edition. 6s, 

*'The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met with." — Notes and 
Queries, 

Essays by Montaigne, Edited and Annotated by the Author 

of * * The Gentle Life. " With Portrait. 2nd Edition. 
^ " We should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a large circula- 
tion for this handsome attractive book." — Illustrated Times. 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia, Written by Sir Philip 

Sidney. Edited with Notes by Author of ** The Gentle Life." ^s, 6d, 
"All the best things are retained intact in Mr. Friswell's edition."— ^.r«»nwr. 

The Gentle Life, 2nd Series, 8th Edition. 

** There is not a single thought in the volume that does not contribute in some 
measure to the formation of a true gentleman." — Daily News. 

Tlie Silent Hour: Essay Sy Original and Selected, By the 

Author of ** The Gentle Life." 3rd Edition. 
**A11 who possess *The Gentle Life* should own this volume." — Standard. 

Half Length Portraits, Short Studies of Notable Persons. 
By J. Hain Friswell. 

Essays on English Writers^ for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

"To all who have neglected to read and study their native literature we would 
certainly suggest the volume before us as a fitting introduction." — Examiner. 

Other Peoples Windows, By J. Hain Friswell. 3rd Edition. 

"The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd views of 
human nature, so full of illxistrative anecdotes, that the reader cannot fail to be 
amused." — Morning Post, 

A Man's Thoughts. By J. Hain Friswell. 



German Primer. Being an Introduction to First Steps in 

German. By M. T. Preu. 2s, 6d. 
Getting On in the World ; or, Hints on Success in Life. By 

W. Mathews, LL.D. Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s, Gd. ; gilt edges, 3j. dj, 

Gilpin's Forest Scenery. Edited by F. G. Heath. Large 
post 8vo, with numerous Illustrations. Uniform with "The Fern 
World," \2s, 6d, In 6 monthly parts, 2s. each. 
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Gordon {/. E. H.). See " Four Lectures on Electric Induc- 
tion," •* PhjTsical Treatise on Electricity," &c. 

Gouffe. The Royal Cookery Book, By Jules Gouffb ; trans- 
lated and adapted for English use by Alphonse Gouff£, Head 
Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with laige plates 
printed in colours. i6i Woodcuts, 8vo, doth extra, gilt edges, 2L is. 

Domestic Edition, half-bound, loj. 6d, 

" Bv far the ablest and most cooiplete work on cookery that has ever been sub- 
mitted to the gastronomical world." — Pall Mall Gasette, 

Great Artists. See " Biographies." 

Great Historic Galleries of England {Jlie). Edited by Lord 
Ronald GowER, F.S.A., Trustee of the National Portrait Gallery. 
Illustrated by 24 large and carefully -executed permanent Photographs 
of some of the most celebrated Pictures by the Great Masters. Imperial 
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 36^. 

Great Musicians {The), A Series of Biographies of the Great 
Musicians. Edited by F Hueffer. 

5. Bosaini, and the Modem Italian 
School By H. Sutherland 
Edwards. 

6. Marcello. By Arrigo Boito. 

7. PurcelL By H. W. Cummings. 



1. Waffner. By the Editor. 

2. Weber. By Sir Julius 

Benedict. 

3. Mendelssohn. By Joseph 

Bennetf. 

4. Schubert. By H. F.Frost. 

•<i» Dr. Hiller and other distinguished writers, both English and 
Foreign, have promised contributions. Each Volume is complete in 
itself. Small post 8vo, doth extra, 3^. 

Gnizofs History of Frame, Translated by Robert Black. 

Super-rojral 8vo, very numerous Full-page and other Illustrations. In 
8 vols., cloth extra, gilt, each 241. 

" It supplies a want which has long been felt, and ought to be in the K ?^tm1 ? of all 
students ofhistory." — Times. 

Massor^s School Edition, The 

History of France from the Earliest Times to the Outbreak of the 
Revolution; abridged from the Translation by Robert Black, M.A., 
with Chronological Index, Historical and Genealogical Tables, &c 
By Professor Gustave Masson, B.A., Assistant Master at Harrow 
School. With 24 full-page Portraits, and many other Illustrations. 
1 vol., demy 8vo, 600 pp., doth extra, lox. dd, 

Guizofs History of England, In 3 vols, of about 500 pp. each, 
containing 60 to 70 Full-page and other Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt, 
24r. each. 

" For luxury of tvpography, plainness of print, and beauty of illustration these 
volumes, of which but one has as yet a4>peared in English, wOI hold th^ own 
against any production of an age so luxurious as our own m everything tvncwranhv 
not excepted."— 7»>w*. ~— «. ^jrt~K»iW7 

Guyon {Mde.) Life. By Upham. 6th Edition, crown 8vo, 6x. 
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ZJTANDBOOK to the Charities of London. See Low's. 



of Embroidery ; which see, 

to the Principal Schools of England, See Practical. 



Half-Hours of Blind MarHs Holiday ; or, Summer and Winter 

Sketches in Black and White. By W. W. Fenn, Author of *' After 

Sundown," &c. 2 vols., or. 8vo, 24r. 
Hallow, W.) How to Live Long; or, 1408 Health Maxims, 

Physical, Mental, and Moral. By W. W. Hall, A.M., M.D. 

Small post Svo, cloth, 2s, Second Edition. 

Hans Brinker; or, the Silver Skates. See Dodge. 

Harpef^s Monthly Magazine, Published Monthly. 160 pages, 

fully Illustrated, is. With two Serial Novels by celebrated Authore. 

** * Harper's Magazine ' is so thickly sown with excellent illustrations that'to count 
them would be a work of time ; not that it is a picture mag^azine, for the engravings 
illustrate the text after the manner seen in some of our choicest editions de luxeJ" — 
St. yaftus's Gazette. 

" It is so pretty, so bi^, and so cheap. . . • , An extraordinary shillingsworth— 
z6o large octavo pages, with over a score of articles, and more than three times as 
many illustrations." — Edinburgh Daily Review. 

** An amazing shillingsworth . . . combining choice literature of both nations." — 
Noncon^rmist. 

Heart of Africa, Three Years' Travels and Adventures in the 

Unexplored Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 187 1. By Dr. 
Georg Schweinfurth. Numerous Illustrations, and large Map. 
2 vols., crown Svo, cloth, 15^. 

Heath {Francis George). See " Fern World," " Fern Paradise," 
"Our Woodland Trees," "Trees and Ferns," "GUpin's F-resT. 
Scenery," "Burnham Beeches," "Sylvan Spring," &c 

Hebet's (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns, With upwards 
of 100 beautiful Engravings. Small 4to, handsomely bound, 7^. (>d, 
Morocco, 18^. 6d, and 2 1 x. An entirely New Edition. 

Heir of Kilfinnan (The), New Story by W. H. G. Kingston, 
Author of ** Snow Shoes and Canoes," &c With Illustrations. Cloth, 
gilt edges, 7^. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, ^s. 

History and Handbook of Photography. Translated from the 
French of Gaston Tissandier. Edited by J. Thomson. Imperial 
i6mo, over 300 pages, 70 Woodcuts, and Specimens of Prints by the 
best Permanent Processes. Second Edition, with an Appendix by 
the late Mr. Henry Fox Talbot. Cloth extra, 6s, 

History of a Crime {The) ; Deposition of an Eye-witness, By 
Victor Hugo. 4 vols., crown Svo, 42^. Cheap Edition, i vol., 6s. 

Ancient Art. Translated from the German of John 

Winckelmann, by John Lodge, M.D. With very numerous 
Plates and Illustrations. 2 vols., 8vo, 36/. 

England. See Guizot. 

■ France. See Guizot. 
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History of Russia. See Rambaud. 

' Merchant Shipping, See Lindsay. 
United States. i5^ Bryant. 

History and Principles of Weaving by Hand and by Power. With 
sereral hundred Illustrations. By Alfjled Ba&ix>w. Rojral 8to, 
doth extra, i/. 5^. Second Edition. 

How I Crossed Africa : from the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean^ 
Through Unknown Countries ; Discovery of the Great Zambesi 
Affluents, &c— VoL L, The King's Rifle. Vol. II., The Coillard 
Family. By Major Serpa Pinto. With 24 full-page and 118 half- 
page and smaller Illustrations, 13 small Maps, and i large one. 
2 Yols., demy Svo, cloth extra, 42X. 

How to Live Long. See Hall. 

How to get Strong and how to Stay so. By William Blaikie. 

A Manual of Rational, Phjrsical, Gymnastic, and other Exercises. 
With Illustrations, small post Svo, 5^. 

Hugo ( Victor) ''Ninety-Three:' Illustrated. Crown Svo, 6s. 
■ Toilers of the Sea. Crown Svo. Illustrated, dr. ; fency 
hoards, 2x. ; doth, 2s. 6d. ; On laige paper with all the original 
Illustrations* lOr. 6r/. 



•. See « History of a Crime." 



Hundred Greatest Men {The). S portfolios, 21J. each, or 4 

Yols., half morocco, gilt edges, 12 guineas, containing 15 to 20 
Portraits each. See helow. 

''Messrs. Sampsok Low & Co. are about to Issue an important ' IntematioiMl' 
f^ork. entitled, 'THE HUNDRED GREATEST MENTheuos the Lives and 
Portraits of the xoo Greatest Men of Histonr, divided into Eight fTyg^f^^ each Class 
to form a Monthly Quarto Volume. The Introdocdons to £e volumes are to be 
written by recogmzed authorities on the different subjects, the English oontribotors 
bdng Dban Stanlbv, Mr. Matthew Arnold, Mr. Froudr, and l^ofessor Max 
Mt^UJtK; in Germany, Professor Hblmholtz; in FVajxx, MM. Tainb and 
Rknan ; and in America^ Mr. Emerson. The Potraits are to be Repioductioas 
firom fine and rare Steel Engravings." — Academy. 

Hygiene and Public Health \A Treatise on). Edited by A. H. 
Buck, M.D. Illustrated hy numerous Wood Engravings. In 2 
rojral Svo vols., cloth, one guinea each. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 

BiCKERSTETH. 

ILLUSTRATED Text-Books of Art-Education. Edited by 
•^ Edward J. PoYNTER, R.A. Each Volume contains numerous Illus- 
trations, and is strongly bound for the use of Students, price 5x. The 
Volumes now ready are : — 

PAINTING. 

Olassio and Italian. By Percy German, Flomiah, and Butch. 
R. HEA.D. With 50 Illustrations, French and SpanialL. 
51. English and American, 
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Illustrated Text-Books {continued) : — 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Classic and Early Christian. 

Gothic and Renaissance. By T. Roger Smith. With 50 Illastra- 
tions, 5x. 

SCULPTURE. 

Antique : Egryptian and Greek. | Benaissance and Modem. 

ORNAMENT. 

Decoration in Colour. | Architectural Ornament. 

Illustrations of China and its People, By J. Thompson, 

F.R.G.S. Four Volumes, imperial 4to, each 3/. 3J. 

In my Indian Garden. By Phil Robinson, Author of " Under 
the Punkah." With a Preface by Edwin Arnold, M. A., C.S.I., &c 
Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 3^. 6^. 

Involuntary Voyage (An), Showing how a Frenchman who 
abhorred the Sea was most unwillingly and by a series of accidents 
driven round the World. Numerous Illustrations. Square crown 
Svo, cloth extra, Js. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5/. 

Irish Bar, Comprising Anecdotes, Bon-Mots, and Bio- 
graphical Sketches of the Bench and Bar of Ireland. By J. RODSRICK 
O'Flanagan, Barrister-at-Law. Crown 8vo, 12s, Second E^tion. 

Irish Land Question^ and English Public Opinion (The), With 
a Supplement on Griffith's Valuation. Bv R. Barry O'Brien, 
Author of *' The Parliamentary History of the Irish Land Question." 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2j. 

Irving ( Washington), Complete Library Edition of his Works 
in 27 Vols., Copyright, Unabridged, and with the Author's Latest 
Revisions, called the " Geoffrey Crayon " Edition, handsomely printed 
in large square 8vo, on supemne laid paper, and each volume, of 
about 500 pages, will be fully Illustrated. \2s, 6d, per voL See also 
"Little Britain." 

yACKandym, By Miss Alcott. Small post 8vo, cloth, 
gilt edges, 5^. With numerous Illustrations. 

John Holdsworth, Chief Mate. By W. Clarke Russell, 

Author of ** Wreck of the Grosvenor." Crown 8vo, 6s, 

l^INGSTON(W, H. G,). See '' Snow-Shoes,'* *' Child of 

■^*' the Cavern," "Two Supercargoes," "With Axe and Rifle," 
"Begum's Fortune," '* Heir of Kilfinnan," " Dick Cheveley." Each 
vol., with very numerous Illustrations, square crown i6mo, gilt edges, 
7 J. 6d.', plainer binding, plain edges, 5^. 
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JADY SUverdaies Sweetheart, 6$. See Black. 

Laiten Meditations, In Two Series, each complete in itself. 
By the Rev. Claude Bosanqust, Aathor of "Blossoms from the 
King's Garden." i6mo, doth. Fust Series, ix. 6«/. ; Second Series, 2x. 

Library of Religious Poetry, A Collection of the Best Poems 
of all Ages and Tongues. With Hographical and Literary Notes. 
Edited by Philip Schaff, D.D., LL.D., and Arthur Oilman, 
M. A. Rojral 8to, pp. 1036, doth extra, gilt edges, 2ij. 

Life and Letters of the Honourable CharUs Sumner {The), 

2 vols., royal 8to, doth. Second Edition, 36^. 
Lindsay (fV, S.) History of Merchant Shipping and Ancient 

Commerce. Over 150 lUastrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols., 

demy 8vo, doth extra. Vols. I and 2, 2ij. ; vols. 3 and 4, 24r. each. 
Little Britain ; together with The Spectre Bridegroom^ and A 

L^end of Sleepy Hollow. By Washington Irving- An entirely 

New Ediium de luxe, spedaDy suitable for Presentation. lUnstrated 

by 120 very fine Engravings on Wood, by Mr. J. D. Cooper. 

Designed by Mr. Charles O. Musrat. Sqoaie ciown 8vo, doth 

extra, gilt ec^es, lOr. 6d, 
Little Xing; or^ the Taming if a Young I^usnan Count, By 

S. Blandt. 64 ninstratioos. Crown 8vo^ gilt edges;, 7^. 6d. ; plainer 

binding, 5x. 

Little Mercy; or^ For Better for Worse, By Maude Jeanne 
Franc, Author of "Marian," "Vennoot Vale^" Slc^ &c Small 
post 8vo, doth extra, 41. Second Edition. 

Lost Sir Massingberd, New Edition, crown Svo, boards, coloured 

wrapper, 2s, 

Lo7(^s German Series — 

1. The ninstxmtad Gezmaa Ptimar. Being the eaaest introdoctioii 

to the study of Gennan for all beginners, is. 

2. The Children's own Oennan Book. A Sdectioa of Amusing 

and Instructive Stones in Prose. Edited by Dr. A. L. Mrissner. 
Small post 8vo, doth, is. 6d, 

3. The First Gezman Header, tar Children firtm. Ten to 

Fourteen. Edited by Dr. A. L. Mossxer Small post 8to, 
doth, IJ. 6d, *^ 

4. The Second Oennan Beader. Edited by Dr. A. L. Mrissnee. 

Small post 8to, doth, Lr. 6^ 

BmckJkami's DaitscJke PrasA. Tarv Vdtumes^ sold s^armidy : 

5. Schiller's Pirosa. Containii^ Sdcctions from tbe Prase Works 

of SduDer, with Notes for Ei^fish Students^ By Dr. Buchhkdc. 
Small post 8to, 2s. 6d. 
6l Goethe's Pirosa. Sdections from die Prose Wocks of Goedie, 
with Notes for Ei^iish Students. By Dr. BrcRHKTM. ^iiyW 
post Svoi, 3^ . 6d, 
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LoTifs International Series of Toy Books, (yd, each; or 
Mounted on Linen, \s, 

1. Little Fred and his Fiddle, from Asbjomsen*s ^'Nonivegian 

Fairy Tales." 

2. The liad and the North Wind, ditto. 

3. The Pancake, ditto. 

4. The Little Match Qlrl, from H. C. Andersen's "Danish 

Fairy Tales.'' 

5. The Emperor's New Olothes, ditto. 

6. The Gallant Tin Soldier, ditto. 

The above in i vol., cloth extra, gilt edges, with the whole 36 
Coloured Illustrations, 5^. 

Low^s Standard Library of Travel and Adventure, Crown 8vo, 

bound uniformly in doth extra, price 7^. dd, 

1. The Great Lone Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

2. The Wild North Land. By Major W. F. Butler, CB. 

3. How I found Livingrstone. By H. M. Stanley. 

4. The Threshold of the Unknown Beffion. By C. R. Mark- 

ham. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, lar. 6^.) 

5. A Whallnfir Omise to Baffin's Bay and the Gulf of Boothia. 

By A. H. Markham. 

6. Oampaigninfir on the Oxus. By J. A. MacGahan. 

7. Akim-foo: the History of a Failure. By Major W. F. 

Butler, C.B. 

8. Ocean to Ocean. By the Rev. George M. Grant. With 

Illustrations. 

9. Cruise of the Ohallen^er. By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

10. Sohweinfurth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols., 1$^. 

11. Throufirh the Dark Oontinent. By H. M. Stanley, i vol., 

\2s, td, 

LoTv^s Standard Novels, Crown 8vo, 6s. each, cloth extra. 

Ky Lady Greensleeves. By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 
<* Comin' through the Rye," " Cherry Ripe,*' &c 

Three Feathers. By William Black. 

A Daughter of Heth. 13th Edition. By W. Black. With 

Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A. 
Kilmeny. A Novel. By W. Black. 
In Silk Attire. By W. Black. 
Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart. By W. Black. 

History of a Grime : The Story of the Coup d'Etat. By Victor 
Hugo. 
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Latifs Standard Novels {continued) : — 

Alice Lorraine. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Loma Doone. By R. D. Blackmore. 8th Edition. 

Oradook Kowell. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Clara Vauflrlian. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Cripps the Oarrier. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Erema; or, Ky Father's Cttn. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Mary Anerley. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Innooent. By Mrs. Oliphakt. Eight Illustrations. 

Work. A Story of Experience. By Louisa M. Alcott. lUustra- 
tions. Sge also Rose Library. 

The Afflrhan Knife. By R. A, Sterndale, Author of ** Seonee." 
A French Heiress in her own Ohatean. By the Author of 

" One Only," " Constantia," &c. Six Ilhistrations. 
Kinety-Three. By Victor Hugo. Numerous Illustrations. 
Ky Wife and I. By Mrs. Beecher Stowe. 
Wreck of the Grosvenor. By W. Clark Russell. 
John Holdsworth (Chief Mate). By W. Clark Russell. 
Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. 
Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

Pofiranno People, Their ItOTOs and LiTOs. By Mrs. Beechsr 

Stowe. 

A Gk>lden Sorrow. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

A Story of the Draffonnades ; or, Asylum Ohristi. By the Rer. 
E. Gilliat, M.A. 

Lo7i/s Handbook to the Charities of London, Edited and 
revised to date by C. Mackeson, F.S.S., Editor of ** A Guide to the 
Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c. Paper, ij. ; doth, \s, 6d, 

"hJACGAHAN (/. A,) Campaigning on the Oxus^ and the 
•^ ^■*- Fall of Khiva. With Map and numerous Illustrations, 4th Edition, 
small post 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Macgregor {John) ^^Rob Roy'' on the Baltic. 3rd Edition, 
small post 8vo, 2J-. dd, ; cloth, gilt edges, y. dd. 

A Thousand Miles in the ^^Rob Roy'' Canoe, nth 

Edition, small post 8vo, 2s, 6d, ; cloth, gilt edges, 3^. 6d, 

-r- Description of the " Rob Roy" Canoe^ with Plans, 



&C, IS, 

The Voyage Alone in the Yawl ^^ Rob Roy,'* New 



Edition, thoroughly revised, with additions, small post 8vo, o. ; 
boards, as, 6d, 
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Mackenzie {D,) ^The Flooding of the Sahara, By Donald 
Mackenzie. 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 10/. dd, 

Macquoid{Mrs,) Elinor Dry den. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Diane, Crown 8vo, 6s, 

Magazine. See Harped. 

Markham (C ^.) The Threshold of the Uhknoum Region. 

Crown 8vo, with Four Maps, 4th Edition. Cloth extra, los, 6d, 

Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 
Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his formei 
Work, with Charts and Diagrams. New Edition, crown 8vo, 6s. 

Memoirs of Count Mtot de Melito. 2 vols., demy 8vo, 365. 

Memoirs of Madame de Rkmusat^ 1802 — 1808. By hei Grand- 
son, M. Paul de Remusat, Senator. Translated by Mrs. Cashel 
HoEY and Mr. John Lillie. 4th Edition, cloth extra. This 
work was written by Madame de Remusat during the time she 
was living on the most intimate terms with the Empress Josephine, 
and is full of revelations respecting the private life ot Bonaparte, and 
of men and politics of the first years of the centunr. Revelations 
which have already created a great sensation in Paris, ovo, 2 vols., 32/. 

Menus (366, one for each day of the year). Translated from the 
French of Count Brisse, by Mrs. Matthew Clarke. Crown 
8vo, I Of. 6d. 

Men of Mark: a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most 
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life,' especially for thb publica- 
tion, price I J. 6d. monthly. Vols. I., II., HI., I v., and V., hand- 
somely bound, cloth, gilt edges, 25^. each. 

Mendelssohn Family (The). Translated from the German of 
E. Bock. Demy 8vo, \6s, 

Michael Strogoff. los, 6d. and 5 J. See Verne. 

Mitford (Miss). See " Our Village." 

Military Maxims, By Captain B. Terling. Medium i6mo, 

in roan case, with pencil for the pocket, ioj, 6</. 
Mountain and Prairie : a Journey from Victoria to Winnipeg, 
mA Peace River Pass. By the Rev. Daniel M. Gordon, B.D., 
Ottawa. Small post 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, cloth extra, 

%5.6d. 

Music, See "Great Musicians." 

My Lady Greensleeves. By Helen Mathers, Audioress of 

**Comin' through the Rye," "Cherry Rip«^" &c I vfli c^Btkm, 

crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
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Mysterious Island, By Jules Verne. 3 vols., imperial i6mo. 

150 Illustrations, cloth gilt, y, 6d. each ; elaborately bound, gilt 
edges, 7^. 6d. each. Cheap Edition, with some of the Illustrations, 
cloth, gilt, 2s. ; paper, is, each. 

]\JATIONAL Music of the World. By the late Henry F. 
^ ^ Chorley. Edited by H. G. Hewlett. Crown 8vo, cloth, %s. 6J. 

Naval Brigade in South Africa (The). By Hknry F. Nor- 
BURY, C.B., R.N. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, \os. 6</. 

New Chilis Play (A). Sixteen Drawings by E. V. B. Beauti- 
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, 12s. 6d. 

New Guinea {A Few Months in). By Octavius C. Stone, 

F.R.G.S. With numerous Illustrations from the Author's own 
Drawings. Crown 8vo, cloth, I2J-. 

■ What I did and what I saw. By L. M. D'Albertis, 

Officer of the Order of the Crown of Italy, Honorary Member and 
Gold Medallist of the LR.G.S., C.M.Z.S., &c., &c. In 2 vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps, Coloured Plates, and numerous 
very fine Woodcut Illustrations, 42X. 

New Ireland, By A. M. Sullivan, M.P. for Louth. 2 vols., 

demy 8vo, 301. Cheaper Edition, i vol., crown 8vo, &f. 6d* 

New Novels, Crown 8vo, cloth, 10s, 6d. per vol. : — 

Kary Marston. By George MacDonald. 3 vols. Third Edition. 

Sarah de Berang'er. By Jean Ingelow. 3 vols. 

Don John. By Jean Ingelow. 3 vols. 

Sunrise : A Story of these Times. By William Black. 3 vols. 

A Sailor's Sweetheart. By W. Clark Russell, Author of "The 

Wreck of the Grosvenor," "John Holdsworth," &c. 3 vofs. 
Lisa Lena. By Edward Jenkins, Author of "Ginx's Baby." 

2 vols. 

A Plot of the Present Day. By Kate Hope. 3 vols. 

Black Abbey. By M. Crommelin, Author of **Queenie,*' &c. 

3 vols. 

Flower o* the Broom. By the Author of "Rare Pale Margaret,** 

3 vols. 
The Grandidlers : A Tale of Berlin. Translated from the German 

by Captain W^M. Savile. 3 vols. 
Errant : A Life Story of Latter-Day Chivalry. By Percy Greg, 

Author of ** Across the Zodiac," &c. 3 vols. 
Fancy Free. By C. Gibbon. 3 vols. 
The Stillwater Tragedy. By J. B. Aldrich. 
Prince Fortune and Prince Fatal. By Mrs. Carrington, 

Author of " My Cousin Maurice,*' &c 3 vols. 
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New Novels {continued) : — 

An English Squire. By C. 6. Coleridge, Author of "Lftdy 

Betty, " * • Hanbury Wilb,'' &c. 3 vols. 
Christowell. By R. D. Blackmore. 3 vols. 
Mr. Caroli. By Miss Sequin. 3 vols. 
David Broome, Artist. By Miss O'Reilly. 3 vols. 
Braes of Tarrow. By Chas. Gibbon. 3 vols. 

Nice and Her Neighbours. By the Rev. Canon Hole, Author 

of '* A Book about Roses," ** A Little Tour in Ireland," &c Small 
4to, with numerous choice Illustrations, \2s. 6d, 

Noble Words and Noble Deeds. From the French of E. Muller. 
Containing many Full-page Illustrations by Philippoteaux. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, Js. 6d, ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5/. 

North American Review (The\ Monthly, price 2s, 6d. 

Nothing to Wear ; and Two Millions, By W. A. Butler. 
New Edition. Small post 8vo, in stiff coloured wrapper, is. 

Nursery Playmates {£rinceof), 217 Coloured pictures for 
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in coloured boards, 6s, 



QBERAMMERGAU Passion Play. See "Art in the 

^^ Mountains." 

0*Brien. See "Parliamentary History" and "Irish Land 

Question." 

Old-Fashioned Girl, See Alcoti. 

On Horseback through Asia Minor, By Capt. Fred Burnaby, 
Royal Horse Guards, Author of "A Ride to Khiva." 2 vols., 
8vo, with three Maps and Portrait of Author, 6th Edition, 38^. ; 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, los, 6d, 

Our Little Ones in Heaven, Edited by the Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. Fcap., cloth extra. 
New Edition — the 3rd, with Illustrations, $s. 

Our Village, By Mary Russell Mitford. Illustrated with 

Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts 
of Figure Subjects and Scenes. Crown 4to, cloth, gilt edges, 2is, 

Our Woodland Trees, By F. G. Heath. Large post 8vo, 
cloth, gilt edges, uniform with **Fem World" and ** Fern Paradise," 
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every 
British Tree) and 20 Woodcuts, cloth, gilt edges, 12s. 6d. Third 
Edition. 
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pAINTERS of All Schools, By Louis Viardot, and other 

•* Writers. 500 pp., super-royal 8vo, 20 Full-page and 70 smaller 
Engravings, clom extra, 25^. A New Edition is issued in Half- 
crown parts, with fifty additional portraits, cloth, gilt edges, 3IJ. dd. 

Painting {A Short History of the British School of). By 
Geo. H. Shepherd. Post 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6</. 

Palliser {Mrs,) A History of Laccy from the MaHiest Period. 
A New and Revised Edition, with additional cuts and text, upwards 
of 100 Illustrations and coloured Designs. I vol., 8vo, i/. ix. 

— Historic Devices, Badges, and War Cries, 8vo, \l, \s. 

The China Collector's Pocket Companion. With up- 
wards of 1000 Illustrations of Marks and Monc^^rams. 2nd Edition, 
with Additions. Small post 8vo, limp cloth, 5J'. 

Parliamentary History of tJu Irish Land Question {The). From 
1829 to 1869, and the Origin and Results of the Ulster Custom. By 
R. Barry O'Brien, Barrister-at-Law, Author of ** The Irish Land 
Question and English Public Opinion.*' 3rd Edition, corrected and 
revised, with additional matter. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Right Hon. W. E. GLADSTONE, M.P., in a Letter to the Author, says:— 
'*I thank you for kindly sending me your work, and I hope that the sad and dis- 
creditable story which you have told so well in your narrative of the Irish Land 
Suestion may be useful at a period when we have more than ever of reason to desire 
at it should be thoroughly understood." 

Pathways of Palestine : a Descriptive Tour through the Holy 
Land. By the Rev. Canon Tristram. Illustrated with 44 per- 
manent Photographs. (The Photographs are large, and most perfect 
Specimens of the Art.) Published in 22 Monthly Parts, 4to, in 
Wrapper, 2s, 6d, each. 

"... The Photographs which illustrate these pages may justly claim, as works 
of art, to be the most admirabljr executed views which have been produced. . . . 

"As the writer is on the point of making a fourth visit of exploration to ths 
country, anv new discoveries which come imder observation will be at once iooor* 
porated in this work." 

Peasant Life in the West of England, By Francis George 
Heath, Author of ** Sylvan Spring," ** The Fern World," Crowo 
8vo, about 350 pp. , los. 6d. 

Petites Leqons de Conversation et de Grammaire: Oral and 
Conversational Method ; being Lessons introducing the most Useful 
Topics of Conversation, upon an entirely new principle, &c By 
F. JULIEN, French Master at King Edward the Sixth's Sdiool, 
Birmingham. Author of **The Student's French Examiner," ** Fint 
Steps in Conversational French Grammar/' which see. 

Phillips (Z.) Dictionary of Biographical Reference. 8vo, 
I/. I \s, (>d. 

Photography {History and Handbook of). See Tissandier. 
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Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism. By J. E. H. 
Gordon, B.A. With about 200 coloured, full-page, and other 
Illustrations. Among the newer portions of the work may be 
enumerated : All the more recent investigations on Striae by Spottis- 
woode, De la Rue, Moulton, &c., an account of Mr. Crooke's recent 
researdies ; full descriptions and pictures of all the modem Magnetic 
Survey Instruments now used at Kew Observatory ; full accounts of 
all the modem work on Specific Inductive Capacity, and of the more 
recent determination of the ratio of Electric units (v). In respect to 
the number and beauty of the Illustrations, the work is quite unique. 
2 vols., 8vo, 3df. 

Pinto {Major Serpa). See " How I Crossed Africa." 
PlutarcKs Lives, An Entirely New and Library Edition. 

Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. 5 vols., 8vo, 2/. iQr.; half-morocco, 
gilt top, 3/. Also in I voL, royal 8vo, 800 pp., cloth extra, 18/.; 
half-bound, 2.\s, 

Poems of the Inner Life, A New Edition, Revised, with many 
additional Poems. Small post 8vo, cloth, 5/. 

Poganuc People: their Loves and Lives, By Mrs. Beecher 
Stowe. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6x. 

Polar Expeditions, See Koldewey, Markham, MacGahak, 

and Nares. 

Poynter {Edward J., P.A.), See " Illustrated Text-books." 

Practical {A) Handbook to the Principal Schools of England,- 
By C. E. Pascoe. New Edition, crown 8vo,- cloth extra, 3/, 6d. 

Prejevalsky {N. M,) From Kulja^ across the Tian Shan to Lob- 
nor. Translated by E. Delmar Morgan, F.R.G.S. Demy 8vo, 
with a Map. I dr. 

Primitive Folk Moots ; or^ Open- Air Assemblies in Britain, 
By George Laurence Gomme, F.S.A., Honorarv Secretary to the 
Folk-Lore Society, Author of ** Index of Municipal Offices." i vol., 
crown 8vo, cloth, \2s. 

This work deals with an earlier phase of the history of English 
Institutions than has yet been attempted. 

Publisher^ Circular {27ie), and General Record of British and 
Foreign Literature. Published on the 1st and 15th of every Month, yi, 

Pyrenees {The). By Henry Blackburn. With 100 Illustra- 
tions by GusTAVE Dore, a New Map of Routes, and Information for 
Travellers, corrected to 1881. With a description of Lourdes in 1880. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s, 6d, 
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jDAAfBA UD (Alfred). History of Russia, from its Origin 
■^ *• to the Year 1877. With Six Maps. Translated by Mrs. L. B. 
1 />.2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 38J. 

Recollections of Writers. By Charles and Mary Cowden 
Clarke. Authors of ** The Concordance to Shakespeare," &c ; 
with Letters of Charles Lamb, Leigh Hunt, Douglas Jerrold, 
and Charles Dickens ; and a Preface by Mary Cowden Clarke. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, los. 6d. 

Rktnusat {Madame de). See " Memoirs of." 

Robinson {Phil). See " In my Indian Garden," " Under the 
Punkali." 

Rochefoucauld s Reflections. Bayard Series, 2s. 6d. 

Rogers {S.) Pleasures of Memory. See " Choice Editions of 
Choice Books." 2s. 6d. 

Rose in Bloom. See Alcott. 

TTie Rose Library. Popular Literature of all countries. Each 
volume, is. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. Many of the Volumes are Illustrated— 

1. S6a-Gull Bock. By Jules Sandeau. Illustrated. 

2. Little Women. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

3. Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to "Little Women." 

4. The House on Wheels. By Madame de Stolz. Illustrated. 

5. Little Hen. By Louisa M. Alcott. Dble. vol., 2j. ; cloth, y. 6d. 

6. The Old-Fashioned Qirl. By Louisa M. Alcott. Double 

voL, 2s, ; cloth, 3^. 6d. 

7. The Histress of the Manse. By J. G. Holland. 

8. Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Toiing' People, Single and 

Harried. 

9. Undine, and the Two Captains. By Baron De La Motte 

FouQUfi. A New Translation by F. E. Bunnett. Illustrated. 

10. Drazy Miller's Dowry, and the Elder's Wife. By Saxe 

Holm. 

11. The Four Gold Pieces. By Madame Gouraud. Numerous 

Illustrations. 

12. Work. A Story of Experience, First Portion. By Louisa M. 

Alcott. 

13. Beginniner Again. Being a Continuation of ** Work." By 

Louisa M. Alcott. 

14. Picciola; or, the Prison Flower. By X. B. Saintine. 

Numerous Graphic Illustrations. 
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The Rose Library (continued) : — 

15. Bobert's Holidays. Illustrated. 

16. The Two Children of St*. Dominflro. Numerous Illustrations. 

17. Aunt Jo's Scrap Baflr. 

18. Stowe (Urs. H« B.) The Pearl of Orr's Island. 
19. The Minister's Wooing. 

20. Betty's Briflrht Idea. 

21. '—^ The Ghost in the Mill. 

22. ■ Oaptain Kidd's Money. 

23. We and our Keiflrhbours. Double vol., 2x. 

24. My Wife and I. Double vol., 2s, ; cloth, gilt, 3J. 6d, 

25. Hans Brinker ; or, the Silver Skates. 

26. Lowell's My Study Window. 

27. Holmes (O. W.) The Ghiardian An^el. 

28. Warner (0. D.) My Sununer in a Garden. 

29. Hitherto. By the Author of ** The Gayworthys." 2 vols., is, each. 
3a Helen's Babies. By their Latest Victim. 

31. The Barton Experiment. By the Author of " Helen's Babies." 

32. Dred. By Mrs. Beecher Stows. Double vol., 2J. ; cloth, 

gilt, y, 6d. 

33. Warner (0. D.) In the Wilderness. 

34. Six to One. A Seaside Story. 

35. KothinflT to Wear, and Two Millions. 

36. Farm Ballads. By Will Carleton. 

Russell (JV. Clarke). See "A Sailor's Sweetheart," 3 vols., 

3 1 J. 6d. ; "Wreck of the Grosvenor," 6^. ; "John Holdsworth (Chief 
Mate)," dr. 

Russell (JV. If., LL.L>.) The Tour of the Prince of Wales in 
India. By W. H. Russell, LL.D. Fully Illustrated by Sydney 
P. Hall, M.A. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 52J. 6^. ; 
Large Paper Edition, 84r. 

<:^ANCTA Christitia: a Story of the First Century. By 
•^ Eleanor E. Orlebar. With a Preface by the Bishop of Winchester. 
Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 5^. 

Seonee : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in 
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. Sterndale, F,R.G.S. 8vo, 
with numerous Illustrations, 2.\s. 

Seven Years in South Africa : Travels, Researches, and Hunting 
Adventures between the Diamond-Fields and the Zambesi (1872 — 
1879). By Dr. Emil HoLUB. With over 100 Original Illustrations 
and 4 Maps. In 2 vols., detny 8vo, cloth extra, 4Zr. 
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Serpent Charmer {The) : a Tale of the Indian Mutiny, By 
Louis Rousselet, Author of "India and its Native Princes." 
Numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7^. 6</. ; 
plainer binding, 5x. 

Shakespeare {The Boudoir). Edited by Henry Cundell 

Carefully bracketted for reading akmd ; freed fix>m all objectionable 
matter, and altogether free frt>m notes* Price 2x. 6d, each volume, 
doth extra, gilt ^ges. Contents : — ^Vol I., Cjrmbeline — Merchant of 
Venice. Each play separately, paper cover, u. Vol. II., As Yoa 
Like It — King Lear — Much Ado about Nothing. Vol. III., Romeo 
and JuUet — ^Twelfth Night — ^Eling John. The latter six plajrs sepa- 
rately, paper cover, ^, 

Shakespeare Key {Thiy, Forming a Companion to "The 
Complete Concordance to Shakespeare." By Chasi.es and Maky 
CowDEN Clarke. Demy 8vo, 800 pp., 21X. 

Shooting: its Appliances^ Practice^ and Purpose. By James 
Dalziel Dougall, F.S.A., F.Z.A., Author of «* Scottish Field 
Sports," &c Crown 8vo^ doth extra, lor. 6^ . 

"The book is admirable in every w»v. .... We wish it every aoooess.'*—G;iUc 
** A Tery conqilete ticfttise. .... Likely to take high lank as an aothority 00 
dtootutg."— /^m^Ar— 



SUmt Hour { The). See " Gentle life Series." 

Silver Pitchers. See Alcott. 

Simon {yules). .Sbr '< Govenunent of M. Thiers.'' 

Six to One. A Seaside Story. i6mo, boards, 11: 

Uk (G.) Assyrian ExploraHo^s and Disaroerus. Bydielate 
Geokgs SuiTH. niastntcd by Photogrqilis and Woodcuts. Demy 
Sto^ 6ch Edition, iSj; 

The Chaldean Account of Genesis. By the bte 

G. Smith, of tiie Department of OrioitalAiilimritys, Biitish Museum. 
With many IlhistTatioiks. Demy 8to^ doth citia. 6^ li:<irtV^ ^ l^ 



An entirdy New Editicm, complete re v i sed and re- 

vritten by the Rer. Pkofsssok Satcb, Qma^ OOesc^ Oxford. 
DemySTo^ iSs. 

^■#»-.SiMT and Canats; or^ the Adunimres of m Pmr-Hunter 
is dfee Hndson's Bay Tenitoiy. By W. H. G. Kc^^STOX. ind 
m. With immenMs TTIiisH a lw jB S . Sqf«c ciowm Bvou ckck 
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Songs and Etchings in Shade and Sunshine. By J. R G. 
Illustrated with 44 Etchings. Small 4to, doth, gilt tops, 25/. 

South African Campaign, 1879 iT^)* Compiled by J. P. 
MACKINNON (fonnerly 72nd Highlanders), and S. H. Shadbolt ; 
and dedicated, by permission, to Field-Marshal H.R.H. The Dnke 
of Cambridge. 4to, handsomely boond in cloth extra, 2/. lOr . 

South Kensington Museum, Published, with the sanction of 
the Science and Art Depvtment, in Monthly Parts, each con- 
taining 8 Plates, price is. Volume I., containing 12 numbers, hand- 
somely bound, idr. 

Stanley (H. M.) How I Found Livingstone. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7x. 6d. ; large Paper Edition, lox. 6d. 

"J[/y Kalulu^^ Prince, Kingy and Slave. A Story 

from Central Africa. Crown 8vo, about 430 pp. , with numerous graphic 
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, ys, 6d. 



Coomassie and Magdala, A Story of Two British 

Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, r6/. 

Through tlie Dark Continent, which see. 



Story of a Mountain {The). By E. Reclus. Translated by 
Bertha Ness. 8yo, with Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt edge<(, 
7J. 6d. 

Story of a Soldier's Life (The) ; or, Peace, War, and Mutiny. 
By Lieut.-General John Alexander Ewart, C.B., Aide-de-Camp 
to the Queen from 1859 to 1872. 2 vols., demy 8vo, with Illustra- 
tions. 

Story of the Zulu Campaign (The). By Major A9HE (late 

King's Dragoon Guards), and Captain the Hon. E. V, Wyatt- 
Edgell (late 17th Lancers, killed at Ulundi). Dedicated by special 
permission to Her Imperial Highness the Empress Eug^ie. 8vo, 16/. 

Story without an End. From the German of Carov^, by the late 
Mrs. Sarah T. Austin. Crown 4to, with 15 ExquiHitc Drawing* 
by E. V. B., printed in Colours in Fac-simile of the original Water 
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition, 7/. td. 

square 4to, with Illustrations by Harvey. 2s. 6d. 

Sto'ive (Mrs. Beecher) Dred. Cheap Edition, boards, 2/. Cloth, 
gilt edges, 3^. ^d. 
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St<nve {Mrs. Beecher) Footsteps of the Master, With Illustra- 
tions and red borders. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6^. 

Geography^ with 60 Illustrations. Square cloth, 45. 6^ 



Little Foxes, Cheap Edition, i^.; Library Edition, 

4J. (id, 

Bettys Bright Idea, is. 



- My Wife and I; or^ Harry Hendersot^s History, 
Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6j.* 

Minister's Wooing, 5^.; Copyright Series, ts, 6d,; cl., 2^.* 

Old Town Folk, 6s, ; Cheap Edition, 2s, 6d, 

Old Town Fireside Stories, Cloth extra, 3J. 6d, 

Our Folks at Poganuc, \os, 6d, 



We and our Neighbours, i vol., small post 8vo, 6i. 

Sequel to **My Wife and I."* 

Fink and White Tyranny. Small post 8vo, ^s, 6d. 

Cheap Edition, is. 6d, and 2s, 

Queer Little People, is. ; cloth, 2s. 

Chimney Comer, is. ; cloth, is. 6d, 

The Pearl of Ort^s Island, Crown 8vo, 5 j.* 

Little Pussey Willow. Fcap., 2s. 



Woman In Sacred History. Illustrated with 15 

Chromo-lithographs and about 2cx> pages of Letterpress. Dem 
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 25^. 

Studenfs French Examiner, By F. Julien, Author of " Petites 
Le9onsde Conversation et de Grammaire." Square crown 8vo cloth 2s 

Studies In German Literature. By Bayard Taylor. Edited 
by Marie Taylor. With an Introduction by the Hon. Georgi 
I£. BOKER. 8vo, cloth extra, los. 6d. 

♦ See also Rose Library. 
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Studies in tJie Theory of Descent, By Dr. Aug. Weismann, 
Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by 
Raphael Meldola, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Society 
of London. Part I. — "On the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies, 
containing Original Communications by Mr. W. H. Edwards, of 
Coalburgh. With two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. I. (to Sub- 
scribers for the whole work only), &r ; Part II. (6 coloured plates), i6j. ; 
Part III., dr. 

Sugar Beet {The). Including a History of the Beet Sugar 

Industry in Europe, Varieties of the Sugjar Beet, Examination, Soils, 
Tillage, Seeds and Sowing, Yield and Cost of Cultivation, Harvesting, 
Transportation, Conservation, Feeding Qualities of the Beet and of 
the Pulp, &c. By L. S. Ware. Illustrated. 8vo, cloth extra, 21s, 

Sullivan {A, M., M.F,). See " New Ireland." 

Sulphuric Acid (A Practical Treatise on the Manufcu:ture of). 
By A. G. and C. G. Lock, Consulting Chemical Engineers. With 
77 Construction Plates, and other Illustrations. Royal 8vo, 2/. \2s, 6d, 

Sumner {Hon, Charles), See Life and Letters. 

Sunrise: A Story of These Times, By William Black, 

Author of ** A Daughter of Heth," &c. 3 vols., 31J. dd. 

Surgeon^ s Handbook on the Treatment of Wounded in War, By 
Dr. Friedrich Esmarch, Professor of Surgery in the University of 
Kiel, and Surgeon-General to the Prussian Army. Translated by 
H. H. Clutton, B.A. Cantab, F.R.C.S. Numerous Coloured 
Plates and Illustrations, 8vo, strongly bound in flexible leather, i/. &f. 

Sylvan Spring, By Francis George Heath. Illustrated by 

12 Coloured Plates, drawn by F. E. Hulme, F.L.S., Artist and 
Author of ** Familiar Wild Flowers;" by 16 full-page, and more than 
icx> other Wood Engravings. Large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 1 2/. (id. 



^AUCHNITZS English Editions of German Authors. 
■* Each volume, cloth flexible, 2j. ; or sewed, \s, 6d, (Catalogues post 
free on application. ) 



roan, zr. 



{B,) German and English Dictionary, Cloth, is. 6d.', 



2s, 6d, 



French and English, Paper, is, 6d.; cloth, 2/. ; roan 
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Tauchnitz (B,) Italian and English Dictionary. Paper, is. 6d.] 

cloth, 2s. ; roan, 2s. dd, 

Spanish and English. Paper, \s. 6d. ; doth, ax. ; roan, 



2s.6d. 

iV^rw Testament, doth, 2S. ; gilt, 2S. 6d. 



Taylor {Bayard). See " Studies in German Literature." 

Through America ; or^ Nine Months in the United States. By 
W. G. Marshall, M'A. With nearly loo Woodcuts of Views of 
Utah country and the famous Yosemite Valley ; The Giant Trees, 
New York, Niagara, San Francisco, &c. ; containing ft fall account 
of Mormon Life, as noted by the Author during his visits to Salt Lake 
City in 1878 and 1879. In I vol., demy 8vo, i\s. 

Through the Dark Continent: The Sources of the Nile ; Around 
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By Henry M. Stanley. 
. 2 vols., demy 8vo, containing 150 Full-page and other UlustratioDS, 
2 Portraits of the Author, and 10 Maps, 4Zr. Seventh Thonand. 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, with some of the Illustrations and MapSi 
I vol., \zs. 6d. 

Tour of the Prince of Wales in India. See Russell, 

Trees and Ferns. By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
edges, with numerous Illustrations, 5^. 6d. 

Two Friends. By Lucien Biart, Author of " Adventures of 

. a Young Naturalist," " My Rambles in the New World,** &c. Small 
post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, gilt edges, ^s. 6d. 5 plainer binding, 51. 

Two Supercargoes {The) ; or^ Adventures in Savage Africa. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 7^. M. ; plainer binding, 5/. 



T TNDER the Punkah. By Phil Robinson, Author of "In 

^^ my Indian Garden." Crown 8vo, limp cloth, uniform with the 
above, y. 6d. 

Up and Down; or, Fifty Years^ Experiences in Australia^ 
California, New Zealand, India, China, and the South Pacific. 
Bdbg the Life History of Capt W. J. Barry. Written by Hiiiisel£ 
With several Ilhistrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8j. 6</. 
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yf/ALLER {Rev. C. H.) The Names on the Gates of PeaH, 
'^'^ and other Studies. By the Rev. C. H. Waller, M.A. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 



A Grammar and Analytical Vocabulary of the Words in 

the Greek Testament Compiled from Briider's Concordance. For 
the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Classes. By the 
Rev. C. H. Waller, M. A. Part 'I., The Grammar. Small post 8vo, 
cloth, 2J. (id. Part II. The Vocabulary, 2s. 6d, 



— — ' Adoption and the Covenant. Some Thoughts on 

Confirmation. Super-royal i6mo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Warner {C. £>.) My Summer in a Garden. Rose Library, \s. 
'• Back-log Studies. Boards, is, 6d. ; cloth, 2s, 
• ' In the Wilderness. Rose Library, \s. 
Mummies and Moslems. 8vo, cloth, 12^. 

Weaving. See " History and Principles." 

WUlSy A Few Hints on Proving^ without Professional Assistance. 
By a Probate Court Official. 5th Edition, revised with Forais 
of Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, ix. 

With Axe and Rifle on the Western Prairies. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. With numerous Illustrations, square crown 8vo, doth 
extra, gilt edges, 7^. (>d. \ plainer binding, 5/. 

Woolsey (C 2?., LL.D.) Introduction to the Study of Inter- 
nationsd Law; designed as an Aid in Teaching and in Historical 
Studies. 5th Edition, demy 8yo, iSj. 

Words of Wellington: Maxims and Opinions^ Sentences and 
Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, Letters, 
and Speeches (Bayard Series). 2s, 6d. 

Wreck of the Grosvenor. By W. Clark Russell, Author of 
"John Holdsworth, Chief Mate/' "A Sailor's Sweetheart," &c ts. 
Third and Cheaper Edition. 
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